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PREFACE 


Those who have the pleasure of attending the opening meetings of schools and colleges, 
and of gi ving away prizes and certificates, are generally expected at the same time to 
offer such words of counsel and encouragement as the experience of the world might 
enable them to give to those who are entering life. 

Having been myself when young rather prone to sulfer from low spirits, I have 
at several of these gatherings taken the opportunity of dwelling on the privileges and 
blessings we enjoy, and I reprint here the substance of some of these addresses (omitting 
what was special to the circumstances of each case, and freely making any alterations 
and additions which have since occurred to me), hoping that the thoughts and ^nota- 
tions in which I have myself found most comfort may perhaps he of use to others 
also. 

It is hardly necessary to say that I have not by any means referred to all Hie 
sources of happiness open to us, some indeed of the greatest pleasures and blessings 
being altogether omitted. 

In reading over the proofs I feed that some sentences may appear too dogmatic, 
but I hope that allowance will be made for the circumstances under which they were 
delivered. 

If ion Klims, 

Down, Kent, January 1887. 
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additions, amounting to several hundred works in all, have been proposed, very few 
omissions have been suggested. As regards those works with reference to which* some 
doubts have been expressed — namely, the few Oriental books, Wake’s Apostolic .Fathers 
etc. — I may observe that I drew up the list, not as that of the hund red best books’ 
but, which is very different, of those which have been most frequently recommended 
as best worth reading. 

For instance as regards the Shelving and the Analects of Confucius, I must humbly 
confess that I do not greatly admire either; but I recommended them because they 
are held in the most profound veneration by the Chinese race, containing 400,000,000 
of our fellow-men. I may add that both works are quite short. 

The Ramayam and Maha Bharata (as epitomised by Wheeler) and Si. Hilaire’s 
Bouddha are not only very interesting in themselves, but very important in reference 
to our great oriental Empire. 

The authentic writings of the Apostolic Fathers are very short, being indited 
comprised in one small volume, and as the only works (which have come down to 
us) of those who lived with and knew the Apostles, they are certainly well worth 
reading. 

I have been surprised at the great divergence of opinion which has been expressed. 
Nine lists of some length have been published. These lists contain some three 
hundred works not mentioned by me (without, however, any corresponding omissions), 
and yet there is not one single book which occurs in every list, or even in half of 
them, and only about half-a-dozen which appear in more than one of the. nine. 

If these authorities, or even a majority of them, had concurred in their recom- 
mendations, I would have availed myself of them; but as they dille.r so great ly I 
will allow my list to remain almost as I first proposed it. I have, however, milled 
Kalidasa’s Salcuntala or The Lost Ring , and Schiller’s Wilhelm Tall , omitting, in 
consequence, Lucretius and Miss Austen : Lucretius because though his work is ‘most 
remarkable, it is perhaps too difficult and therefore less generally suitable than most 
of the others in the list; and Miss Austen because English novelists were somewhat 
over- represented. 

High Elms, 

Down, Kent, August 1890. 


PREFACE TO THE FORTY-FIRST ENGLISH EDIT 


Since the last edition of this hook was published, two complete lists of I no hooks 
have appeared, one by Lord Acton and the other by Mr. Shorter. 

Lord Acton’s list surprised me very much when I first saw it, many years wo 
and it surprises me still. No doubt the works lie recommend* are of steVliun worth 
but some seem to me too technical, some too special. The list is not only to, , -heavy’ 
hut one-sided. Mr. Shorter’s fails, as I think, in the opposite character'islies It is 

t0 ° W t0 ° mel ' el y "“Wing. Both lists, moreover, are remarkable for their 
omissions. n u 

of the e tthertwo trate ^ ^ *“*”* fifteea book8 whiuh in one list but in neither 
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Books in the List of Lord Acton, Lord Avebury, or Mr. Shorter, 

BUT NOT IN EITHER OF THE OTHER TWO. 


Lord Acton. 

Mignet’s Negotiations de la Succession 
cVEspftgnc. 

Ferrari ’s .Revolutions de l'ltalie. 

Schweizer’s Protestantische Central - 
dogru (mi. 

St. Vincent’s Comm 01 1 i to riu in . 

Harrington’s Writings. 

Sohneckenburger’s Vergleichendc Bar- 
stellung. 

Rousseau’s Considerations sur la 
Fologno. 

Gontz’s Briefweclisel mit Adam Miiller, 

Bamnfce’s Vie de Roger Oollard. 

H u rides li agon’s Kirc I > o n \^> r 1 ass u n gsge - 
sclii elite. 

Carte’s Histoiro du Mon voment Roligieux 
dans le Canton de Vaud. 

Nicholas of* Cusa’s Concordantia 
Catholica. 

Baur’s Vorleanngen liber Doginen- 
gescliiclito. 

Botho’s Theologische Etliik. 

Oettingcu’s Moral StatUtik. 


Lord AviiuuRV. 
Scott’s Novels. 

Scott’s Poems. 
Tennyson. 

Bacon’s Essays. 

M acaul ay ’ s Essays . 
Emerson’s Essays. 

Thucydides. 

Moliero. 

Descartes. 

Kelrle’s Christian Year. 

Seneca’s Morals. 

Thomas i\ Kern pis’ 

Imitation of Christ. 
Die k eu s ’ I *i c k wick. 


Thackeray's Penden n is. 
Elliot’s Adam Bede. 


Mr. Short mr, 

Dumas’ Three Musketeers. 

Peacock’s N igl i tin are Abbey . 

Ural) he’s Tales of the Hall. 

Johnson’s Eassclas. 

Howell’s Fai n iliar Letters. 

Hogg’s Life of Shelley. 

Sime’s Life of Lessing. 

Catullus. 

Lamlor’s ’Imaginary < 'onversatimis. 
Lever’s Charles O’Malley, 

Richardson’s Clarissa Hurl owe. 

Kendo's The Cloister and the Heart'll. 

Holder’s Hajji Baba. 

Madame D’Arblay’s Diary. 

Balzac’s Fere Goriot, 


1 Some, of the omissions in Lord Acton’s list must surely have been accidental. Can 
.ho really have intended to exclude Homer, Shakespeare, Milton, Scott, Thackeray, 
Dickens, Tennyson, Bacon ; and in classical literature Seneca, Cicero, Plato (except 
the “Laws”), Plutarch, Tacitus, Livy, Xenophon, and Thucydides ? Considering the 
number of foreign writers in his list, I am surprised that it does not include Mol i ere, 
Descartes, or Thomas k Kern pis. Eastern literature he omits altogether. Moreover, 
some at least of the books are very special. Life is short ; we have none of us too 
much leisure ; and, except for those who are .making a special study of such subjects, 
I can hardly imagine it could be worth while to read such books as, for instance, 
Mignet’s NrijoeJntwm, or Carte’s Hhtoire du Moimmimt, Religimx dans U Canton dti 
Vand, or Rousseau’s ComiddraHam sur la Pologne, Modern History (except theological), 
Literature and Fiction, Lord Acton has almost entirely ignored. 

On the other hand, Lord Acton would no doubt have shared my feelings as regards 
the list suggested by Mr. Shorter. My astonishment that Lord Acton should have 
omitted Scott and Shakespeare and Tennyson is slightly, though only slightly, 
diminished by finding that Mr. Shorter also excludes them, except in the or** 
Hamkt lie prefers liamlas to Molii*.re, and finds a place for Rousseau’s Confe 
Boccaccio, and Tom Jones. 



i All places that the eye of Heaven visits 
Are to the wise man ports and happy havens.” 

Shakehmsake. 


“ Some murmur, when their sky is dear 
And wholly bright to view, 

If one small speck of dark appear 
In their groat heaven of blue. 

And some with thankful love are fill’d 
If but one streak of light, 

One ray of God’s good mercy gild 
The darkness of their night. 

“ In palaces are hearts that ask, 

In discontent and pride, 

Why life is such a dreary task, 

And all good things denied. 

And hearts in poorest huts admire 
How love has in their aid 
(Love that not over seems to tire) 

Such rich provision made." 


Trench, 
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CHAPTER I 

THE DUTY OF HAPPINESS 1 

J “ IT a man is unhappy, this must bo his own 
| fault ; for God made all men to bo happy." — 
‘Ewotktuh. 

Life is a great gift, and as we reach 
years of discretion, we most of us natur- 
ally ask ourselves what should be the 
main object of our existence. Even those 
who do not accept “the greatest good 
of the greatest number ” as an absolute 
rule, will yet admit that we should all 
endeavour to contribute as far as we may 
to the happiness of others. There are 
many, however, who seem to doubt 
whether it is right that wo should try to 
be happy ourselves. Our own happiness 
ought not, of course, to be our main 
object, nor indeed will it ever be secured 
if selli shly sought. We may have many 
pleasures in life, but must not let them 
have rule over us, or they will soon hand 
us over to sorrow ; and u into what 
dangerous and miserable servitude doth 
he fall who sufferetli pleasures and 
sorrows (two unfaithful and cruel, com- 
manders) to possess him successively ?” 2 

I cannot, however, but think that the 
world would bo better and brighter if our 
teachers would dwell on the Duty of 
Happiness as well as on the Happiness of 
Duty ; for we ought to be as bright and 
genial as we can, if only because to be 
cheerful ourselves is a most effectual 
contribution to the happiness of others. 

1 The substance of this was delivered at the 
Harris Institute, Preston* 

2 Seneca. 

B 


Every one must have felt that a cheer- 
ful friend is like a sunny day, shedding 
brightness on all around ; and most of: 
us can, as we choose, make of this world 
either a palace or a prison. 

There is no doubt some selfish satisfac- 
tion in yielding to melancholy, and fancy- 
ing that wc are victims of fate ; in brood- 
ing over grievances, especially if more or 
leas imaginary. To be bright and cheer- 
ful often requires an effort; there is a 
certain art in keeping oneself happy : 
and in this respect, as in others, we re- 
quire to watch over and manage ourselves, 
almost as if we were somebody else. 

Sorrow and joy, indeed, are strangely 
interwoven. Too often 

“ We look before and after, 

And pine for what, is not : 

Our ei nearest laughter 

With some pain is fraught ; 

Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest 
thought ." 1 

As a nation we are prone to melancholy. 
It; has been said of our country men that 
they take even their pleasures sadly. 
But this, if it be true at all, will, I hope, 
prove a transitory characteristic. 44 Merry 
England v was the old saying ; let ns hope 
it may become true again. We must look 
to the blast . for real melancholy* What 
can be sadder than the lines with which 
Omar Khayyam opens his quatrains ; 2 

44 Wc sojourn hero for one short day or two, 

And all the gain we get is grief and woe ; 

And then, leaving life's problems all unsolved 
And harassed by regrets, we have to go ; " 


1 Shelley. 

2 I quote from Wlnnfield's translation. 

B 
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or the Devas 5 song to Prince Sidd&rtha, 
in. Edwin Arnold’s beautiful version : 

"We are the voices of the wandering wind, 

Which moan for rest, and rest can never find. 

Lo ! as the wind is, so is mortal life — 

A moan, a sigh, a sob, a storm, a strife,” 

If this indeed he true, if mortal life 
be so sad and full of suffering, no wonder 
that Nirv&na- — the cessation of sorrow- 
should he welcomed even at the sacrifice 
of consciousness. 

But ought we not to place before our- 
selves a very different ideal — a healthier, 
manlier, and nobler hope ? 

.Life is not to live merely, but to live 
well. There are some “ who live without 
any design at all, and only pass in the 
world like straws on a river : they do not 
go ; they are carried,” h—' but as Homer 
makes Ulysses say, “ How dull it is to 
pause, to make an end, to rest un- 
burnished ; not to shine in use — as 
though to breathe were life ! ” 

Goethe tells us that at thirty he resolved 
“to work out life no longer by halves, 
but in all its beauty and totality. ” 

“Im Ganzen, G-uten, Sohonon 
Kesolut zu lebon.” 

Life indeed must be measured by 
thought and action, not by time. It 
certainly may be, and ought to be, bright, 
interesting, and happy ; for, according to 
the Italian pro verb, “ if all cannot li ve on 
the Piazza, every one may feel the sun.” 

If we do our best ; if we do not mag- 
nify trifling troubles ; if we look resolutely, 

I do not say at the bright side of things, 
but at things as they really are; if we 
avail ourselves of the manifold blessings 
which surround us ; we cannot but feel 
that life is indeed a glorious inheritance. 

“ More servants wait on man 
Than he’ll take notice of. In every path 
He treads down that which doth befriend 
him 

When sickness makes him pale and wan. 
Oh mighty Love ! Man is one world, and hath 
Another to attend him.” 2 

Few of us, however, realise the wonder- 
ful privilege of living, or the blessings we 

1 Seneca. 2 Herbert. 


inherit ; the glories and beauties of the 
Universe, which is our own if we choose 
to have it so ; the extent to which we can 
make ourselves what we wish to be ; or 
the power we possess of securing peace of 
triumphing over pain and sorrow. 

Dante pointed to the neglect of oppor- 
tunities as a serious fault : 

u Man can do vinhmoG 

To himself and his own blessings, and fur this 
Me, in the second round, must aye deplore 
With unavailing penitence, his crime. 

Whoe’er deprives himself of life and light 
In reckless lnvishment his talent wastes, 

And sorrows then when lie should dwell in joy," 

Kuskin has expressed this with special 
allusion to the marvellous beauty of this 
glorious world, too often taken as a matter 
of course, and remembered, if at all, al- 
most without gratitude. “ Holy men,” he 
complains, “in the recommending of the 
love of God to us, refer but seldom to those 
things in which it is most abundantly and 
immediately shown; though they 'insist 
much on His giving of bread, and raiment, 
and health (which He gives to all inferior 
creatures) : they require us not to thank 
Him for that glory of His works which 
He has permitted us alone to perceive; 
they tell us often to meditate in I, he closet, 
but they send us not, like Isaac, into the 
fields at even ; they dwell on the duty of 
self-denial, but they exhibit not the duty 
of delight;” and yet, as ho justly says 
elsewhere, “each of us, as we travel the 
way of life, has the choice, according to 
our working, of turning all the voices of 
Nature into one song of rejoicing ; or of 
withering and quenching her sympathy 
into a fearful withdrawn silence of con* 
damnation, — -into a crying out of her 
stones and a shaking of her dust against us.” 

Must we not all admit, with Sir Henry 
Tayloi, that “ the retrospect of life swarms 
with lost opportunities ” { Whoever 
enjoys not life,” says Sir T, Browne,’ “I 
count him but an apparition, though he 
wears about him the visible affections of 
flesh.” 

St. Bernard, indeed, goes so far as to 
maintain that “ nothing can work me 
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damage except myself ; the harm that I 
sustain I carry about with me, and never 
am a real sufferer but by my own fault.” 

Some Heathen moralists also have 
taught very much the same lesson. “ The 
gods,” says Marcus Aurelius, “have put 
all the means in man’s power to enable 
him not to fall into real evils. Now that 
which does not make a man worse, how 
can it make his life worse ?• ” 

Epictetus takes the same line : “ If a 
man is unhappy, remember that liis un- 
happiness is his own fault ; for God lias 
made all men to be happy.” u I am,” be 
elsewhere says, “ always content with that 
which happens ; for I think that what 
God chooses is better than what I choose.” 
And again : “Seek not that things should 
happen as you wish ; but wish the tilings 
which happen to be as they are, and you 
will have a tranquil flow of life, ... If 
you wish for anything which belongs to 
another, you lose that which is your own.” 

This is true Philosophy, but few, if 
any, could go so far. We cannot but 
suffer from pain, sickness, and anxiety ; 
from the loss, the unkindness, the faults, 
even the coldness of those we love. How 
many a day lias been damped and dark- 
ened by an angry word ! 

Hegel is said to have calmly finished 
his Phaenomenoltxju ties Genies at Jena, on 
the 1 4 tli October 1806, not knowing any- 
thing whatever of the battle that was 
raging round him. 

Matthew Arnold has suggested that we 
might take a lesson from the heavenly 
bodies. 

“ UnaflVightiH'l by the silence round them, 
Umlistmctud by the sights they see, 

These demand not that the things without them 
Yield them love, amusement, sympathy. 

Bounded by themselves, and unobservant. 

In what state God’s other works may be, 

In their own tasks all their powers pouring, 
These attain the mighty life you see . ” 

It is true that 

u A man is his own star ; 

•' Our acts out* angels are 
For good or ill/' 

and that “ rather than follow a multitude 
to do evil,” one should “ stand like Pom- 


pey’s pillar, conspicuous by oneself, and 
single in integrity.” 1 But to many this 
isolation would be itself most painful, for 
the heart is “no island cut off from other 
lands, but a continent that joins to them.” 2 

If we separate ourselves so much from 
the interests of those around us that we do 
not sympathise with them in tlieir suffer- 
ings, we shut ourselves out from sharing 
their happiness, and lose far more than we 
gain. To avoid sympathy and wrap our- 
selves round in a cold, chain armour of sel- 
fishness, is to exclude ourselves from many 
of the greatest; and purest; joys of life. To 
render oursel ves insensible to pain we must 
forfeit also the possibility of happiness. 

Moreover, much of what we call evil 
is really good in disguise, and we should 
not “ quarrel rashly with adversities not 
yet understood, nor overlook the mercies 
often bound up in them, for we consider 
not sufficiently the good of evil, nor fairly 
compute the mercies of Providence in 
things afflictive at first hand.” y Pain is 
a signal of danger, a very necessity of 
existence. But for it, but for the warnings 
which our feelings give us, the very bless- 
ings by which we are surrounded would 
soon and inevitably prove fatal. Many 
of those who have not studied the question 
are under the impression that the more 
deeply-seated portions of the body must 
be most sensitive. The 'very reverse is 
the case. The skin is a continuous and 
over-watchful sentinel, always on guard 
to give us notice of any approaching 
danger ; while the inner organs, where 
pain would be without purpose, are, 
long as they are in health, cumparativ 
(and the brain itself, the temple of thou 
the seat of all suffering and enjoy" 
entirely) devoid of sensation. 

“ We talk,” says Helps, “of tb< 
of evil ; . . . but what is evil? *W 
speak of sufferings and trials as g< 
haps, in their result ; . but we 
admit that they may be good i 
selves. Yet they are knowledj 
else to be acquired, unless by 

3 Sir. T. Browne. 2 Baca 

53 Bit T. Browne. 
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men as gods, enabling them to understand 
without experience. All that men go 
through may be absolutely the best for 
them — no such thing as evil, at least in 
our customary meaning of the word.” 

Indeed, “ the vale best discovoreth the 
hill,” 1 and “ pour sentir les grands biens, 
il faut qu’il connoisse les petits maux.” 2 

But even if we do not seem to get all 
that we should wish, many will feel, as 
in Leigh Hunt’s translation of Filicaja’s 
beautiful sonnet, that — 

“So Providence for us, high, infinite, 

Makes our necessities its watchful task, 
Hearkens to all our prayers, helps all our wants, 
And e’en if it denies what seems our right, 
Blither denies because ’twould have us ask, 

Or seems but to deny, and in denying grants.” 

Those on the other hand who do not 
accept the idea of continual interferences, 
will rejoice in the belief that on the whole 
the laws of the Universe work out for 
the general happiness. 

And if it does come — 

“ G rief should ho 

Like joy, majestic, equable, sedate, 

Confirming, cleansing, raising, making free : 
Strong to consume small troubles ; to commend 
1 Broat thoughts, grave thoughts, thoughts last- 
ing to the end.” 

If, however, we cannot hope that life 
will be all. happiness, we may at least 
secure a heavy balance on the right side ; 
and even events which look like mis- 
fortune, if boldly faced, may often be 
turned to good. Oftentimes, says Seneca, 
<c calamity turns to our advantage ; and 
great ruins make way for greater glories.” 
Helmholtz dates bis start in science to 
an attack of illness. This led to his 
acquisition of a microscope, which lie was 
enabled to purchase, owing to his having 
spent his autumn vacation of 1841 in the 
hospital, prostrated by typhoid fever; 
being a pupil, he was nursed without 
expense, and on his recovery he found 
himself in possession of the savings of 
his small resources. 

“Savonarola,” says Caste! ar, “would, 

1 Bacon. 2 R ouasoau> 

Aubrey de Yore. 


under d i llercnt c ircu ms tun cos, undoubtedly 
have been a good husband, a tender 
father; a man unknown to history 
utterly powerless to print upon the sands 
of time and upon the human soul the 
deep trace which be has left : but mis- 
fortune came to visit him, to crush lug 
heart, and to impart that marked nudum 
eholy which characterises a soul in grief' 
and the grief that circled his brows with 
a crown of thorns was also that, which 
wreathed them with the splendour ot 
immortality. His hopes were centred 
in the woman he loved, his life was set 
upon the possession of her, and wln*u her 
family finally rejected him, partly on 
account of his profession, and parti y on 
account of his person, he believed that it 
was death that had come upon him, when 
in truth it was immortality ” 

It is, however, impossible to deny the 
existence of evil, and the reason for it 
baa long exercised the human intellect. 
The Savage solves it by the supposition ot 
evil Spirits. Even the Greeks attributed 
the misfortunes of men in great measure 
to the antipathies ami jealousies of gods 
and goddesses. Others have imagined 
two Celestial Beings, opposite ami an- 
tagonistic — -the one friendly, the other 
hostile, to men. 

Freedom of action, however, seems to 
involve the existence of evil, If any 
power of selection be left us, much must 
depend on the choice we make, in the 
very nature of things, two and two cannot 
make five. Epictetus imagines Jupiter 
addressing man as follows: “If it had 
been possible to make your body and 
your property free from liability to injury, 
I would have clone at). As this could not 
be, I have given you a small portion of 
myself.” 

This divine gift it is for ue to use 
wisely. It is, in fact, our most valuable 
treasure. “ The soul Is a much better 
thing than all the others which you 
possess* Can you 'then show me in what 
way you have taken care of it ? For it 
is not likely that you, who arc so wise a 
man, inconsiderately and carelessly allow 
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the most valuable thing that you possess 
to be neglected and to perish.” 1 

Moreover, even if evil cannot he alto- 
gether avoided, it is no doubt true that 
not only w.hethxer the life we lead be good 
and useful, ox* evil and useless, but also 
whether it be liappy or unhappy, is very 
much in our own power, and depends 
greatly on on. ir selves. u Time alone re- 
lieves the foolish from sorrow, but reason 
the wise,” 2 a.xxd no one was ever yet 
made utterly miserable excepting by him- 
self. We are, if not the masters, at any 
rate almost the creators of ourselves. 

With most of us it is not so much great- 
sorrows, disease, or death, but rather the 
little “daily dyings” which cloud over 
the sunshine of life. Many of our 
troubles are irx significant in themselves, 
and might easily bo avoided ! 

How happy home might generally be 
made but for foolish quarrels, or mis- 
understandings, as they are well named 1 
It is our own fault if we are querulous or 
ill-humoured ; nor need we, though this 
is less easy, allow ourselves to be made 
unbappy by tlie querulousness or ill- 
humour of others. 

Much of what we sillier we have 
brought on omrselves, if not by actual 
fault, at least “by ignorance or thoughtless- 
ness. How many, like Esau, have sold 
their birthright for a mesa o? pottage, and 
sacrificed the happiness of a life for the 
enjoyment of an hour. “We buy the 
merry madness of a moment by the long 
penitence of after years,” Troubles com- 
paratively seldom come to us, it is we 
who go to them. Many of us fritter our 
life away. La JBruy&rcs says that u most 
men spend much of their lives in making 
the rest miseral.de ; ” or, as Goethe puts 
it ; 

“ Careworn man has, in all ages, 

Sown vanity to reap despair. ” 

Not only do we suffer much in the 
anticipation of evil,. as “ Noah lived many 
years under the affliction of a flood, and 
Jerusalem was taken unto Jeremy before 
it was besieged *** but we often distress 
1 Epictetxis. a nuL 


ourselves greatly in the apprch ex . 
misfortunes which after all nevex* Sl0n 
at all. We should do our best aL>f 
calmly the result. We often He ^ 
people breaking down from ov e rwor 
but in nine cases out of ten they a 
really suffering from worry or aixacietv 

“Nos maux moraux,” says I^ox XS se a - 
“sont tons clans Popinion, hors 
qui est le crime; ct celui-la ddy> exi< |°^ 
nous; nos maux physiques nous ddtru 
sent, on se ddtruisont. Lc temp a Q ] 
mort, sent nos rcmkles.” " 3 J 

r I’liiK, however, applies to the grown ui 
With children of course it in <liff eren 
It is customary, hut I think if is a mistaki 
to speak of “ happy” childhood. Olaildre 
are often over-anxious and acutely sens 
tive.. Man ought to be man and xtiaatt 
of hia fate ; but children are at the xnerc 
of those around them. Mr. Kar-ey tb 
great horse-tamer, lias told us that lie ha 
known an angry word raise the pulse c 
a horse ten beats in a minute. Thin] 
then how it must affect a child ! 

It is small blame to the young if the 1 
are over-anxious j but it is a danger to bi 
striven against « The terrors of th.e storn 
arc chiefly felt in the parlour or tin 
cabin”! 

To save ourselves from imaginary, oi 
at any rate problematical, evils, we often 


incur real suffering. “The 




said 


, K.ICVJ.VS 

Epicurus, “ who is not content with. little 
is content with nothing.” How oftp.n do 
wo u labour for that which satisiieblx not.” 
And yet more than we cun use is more 
than we need, and only a burden bo . the 
bearer.** We most ol us give ourselves an 
immense amount of useless trouble * en- 
cumber ourselves, as it were, on the joxix'iiey* 
of hfe with a dead weight of unnecessary 
baggage ; and as “a man maketh his 
longer, he makes his wings shorter. 7 * 3 . 

that delightful fairy tale, Alice through 
the Looking* Glass, the “White Knight n is 
described as having loaded himself 'on 
starting for a journey" with a variety, of 
odds ami ends, including a mousetrap, lest 

1 Emerson. ~ Seneca. . , l 

a Bacon. ■ ' : 
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lie should be troubled by mice at night, 
and a bee-hive in case he came across a 
swarm of bees. 

Hearne, in his Journey to the Mouth of 
the Coppermine River , tells us that a few 
days after starting on his expedition he 
met a party of Indians, who annexed a 
great deal of his property, and all Hearne 
says is, lc The weight of our baggage being 
so much lightened, our next, day’s journey 
was much pleasanter.” I ought, however, 
to add that the Indians broke up the 
philosophical instruments, which, no doubt, 
were rather an encumbrance. 

When troubles do come, Marcus Aur- 
elius wisely tells us to “remember on 
every occasion which leads thee to vex- 
ation to apply this principle, that this is 
not a misfortune, but that to bear it nobly 
is good fortune.” Our own anger indeed 
does us more harm than the thing which 
makes us angry ; and we suffer much 
more from the anger and vexation which 
we allow acts to rouse in us, than we do 
from the acts themselves at which we are 
angry and vexed. How much many people, 
for instance, allow themselves to be dis- 
tracted and disturbed by quarrels and 
family disputes. Yet in nine cases out 
of ten one ought not to suffer from being 
found fault with. If the condemnation is 
just, it should be welcome as a warning ; 
if it is undeserved, why should we allow 
it to distress us ? 

Moreover, if misfortunes happen we do 
but make them worse by grieving over 
them. 

“ I must die,” says Epictetus. “ But 
must I then die sorrowing ? I must be 
put in chains. Must I then also lament? 

I must go into exile. Can I be prevented 
from going with cheerfulness and con- 
tentment ?• But I will put you in prison. 
Man, what are you saying? You may 
put my body in prison, but my mind not 
even Zeus himself can overpower.” 

If, indeed, we cannot be happy, the 
fault is generally in ourselves. Socrates 
lived under the Thirty Tyrants. Epic- 
tetus was a poor slave, and yet how much 
wo owe him ! 


PAK 


“ How is it possible,” he says, “ tha 
man who lias nothing, who is nak 
houseless, without a hearth, squalid, wi 
out a slave, without a city, can pass a ! 
that flows easily ? See, God lias sent 3 
a man to show you that it is possil 
Look at me, who am without a ci 
without a house, without possessio 
without a slave ; I sleep on the grour 
I have no wife, no children, no prmtorin 
hut only the earth and heavens, and c 
poor cloak. And what do I want ? 1 
1 not without sorrow ? Am I not wi 
out fear? Am I not free? When < 
any of you see me failing in the object 
my desire ? or ever falling into that whi 
I would avoid ? Did I ever blame Q 
or man ? Did I ever accuse any rna 
Did any of you ever see me with 
sorrowful countenance ? And how do 
meet with those whom you are afraid 
and admire ? Do not I treat them li, 
slaves ? Who, when he sees me, does 1: 
think that lie sees his king and master 

Think how much we have to 
thankful for. Eew of us appreciate t 
number of our everyday blessings ; 1 
look on them as trifles, and yet “ trifl 
make perfection, and perfection is ; 
trifle,” as Michael Angelo said. We ft 
get them because they are always wi 
us ; and yet for each of us, as Mr. Pat 
well observes, “these simple gifts, ai 
others equally trivial, bread and win 
fruit and milk, might regain that poet 
and, as it were, moral significance whi! 
surely belongs to all the means of 0] 
daily life, could we but break through tl 
veil of our familiarity with things by 1 
means vulgar in themselves.” 

“Let not,” says Isaak Walton, “ tl 
blessings we receive daily from God mal 
us not to value or not praise Him becani 
they be common; let us not forget 1 
praise Him for the innocent mirth an 
pleasure we have met with since we mi 
together. What would a blind man gh 
to see the pleasant rivers and meadow 
and flowers and fountains ; and this azj 
many other like blessings we enjoy daily 
Contentment, we have been told li 
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Epicurus, consists not in great wealth, but 
in few wants. In this fortunate country, 
however, we may have many wants, and 
yet, if they are only reasonable, we may 
gratify them all. 

Nature indeed provides without stint 
the main requisites of human happiness. 
“ To watch the corn grow, or the blossoms 
set ; to draw hard breath over plough- 
share or spade ; .to read, to think, to love, 
to pray,” these, says Rusk in, “are the 
things that make men happy” 

“I have fallen into the hands of 
thieves,” says Jeremy Taylor ; “ what 

then? They have left me the sun and 
moon, fire and water, a loving wife and 
many friends to pity me, and some to 
relieve me, and I can still discourse ; and, 
unless I list, they have not taken away 
my merry countenance and my cheerful 
spirit and a good conscience. . . . And 
he that hath so many causes of joy, and 
so great, is very much in love with 
sorrow and peevishness who loses all 
these pleasures, and chooses to sit down 
on his little handful of thorns.” 

“ When a man has such things to think 
on, and sees the sun, the moon, and stars, 
and enjoys earth and sea, he is not 
solitary or even helpless.” 1 

“Paradise indeed might,” as Luther 
said, “apply to the whole world,” What; 
more is there wo could ask for ourselves '? 
“Every sort of beauty,” says Mr. Greg, 2 
“has been lavished on our allotted home ; 
beauties to enrapture every sense, beauties 
to satisfy every taste ; forms the noblest 
and the loveliest, colours the most 
gorgeous and the most delicate, odours 
the sweetest and subtlest, harmonies the 
most soothing and the most stirring : the 
sunny glories of the clay ; the pale 
Elysian grace of moonlight ; the lake, the 
mountain, the primeval forest, and the 
boundless ocean; ‘silent pinnacles of 
aged snow 7 in one hemisphere, the 
marvels of tropical luxuriance in another ; 
the serenity of sunsets ; the sublimity of 
storms ; everything is bestowed in bound- 
less profusion on the scene of our exist- 

1 Epictetus, 2 The Mnigitmt of Life* 


ence ; we can conceive or desire nothing 
more exquisite or perfect than what is 
round us every hour ; and our percep- 
tions are so framed as to be consciously 
alive to all. The provision made for our 
sensuous enjoyment is in over!! owing 
abundance ; so is that for the other 
elements of our complex nature. \N ho 
that has revelled in the opening ecstasies 
of a young Imagination, or the rich 
marvels of the world of Thought, does imt 
confess that the Intelligence has been 
dowered at least; with as pro fuse, a benefi- 
cence as the Senses 't Who f hat ha truly 
tasted and fathomed human Love m if 
dawning and crowning joys h;n m»t 
thanked God for a felicity which indeed 
i passeth understanding/ If we hud u*l 
our fancy to picture a Creator occupied 
solely in devising delight for children 
whom he loved, we could not emtemve 
one single element of bliss which is iml 
here.” 


CU APT Hi: II 

THE UAPHNKHM OF J.HTV 1 

“ I am always content with f LA 
happens ; for ! think that what t"k«d j.-, 

belter than what I choose.'* Frier icrr'e 

“ 0 Clod, AH conquering ! tbb fewer * -nvih 
Would be for men the blest abode of mirth 
If they were strong in T Jure 
Am other things of this World well are sieeii ; 
Oli then, far other than they yet have be*:. a, 
Ilow happy would riven be/' 

Kino Amu-nV;, «d, of JfegS;,i?r*L 
OonaAttt; < * Phu ** 

Wb ought imt to picture Duty to our- 
selves, or to other*?, as a idem tmLint'drewr 
She D rather a kind and Kympatbcffe 
mother, ever ready to shelter m from the 
cares and anxieties of thin world, amt u» 
guide m in the. paths of peace. 

To shut oneself up from mankind 
in most cases, to lead a dull, a n well m it 
selfish life. Our duty is t« make mtfmdv*\H 
useful, and thus life may he made nicwt 

1 The stthtfUnee of this w-ns *k!ivef®4 «f th* 

Harris Institute, 
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interesting, while yet comparatively free 
from anxiety. 

But how can we fill our lives with life , 
energy, and interest, and yet keep care 
outside ? 

Many great men have made shipwreck 
in the attempt. “Anthony sought for 
happiness in love ; Brutus in glory ; Caesar 
in dominion : the first found disgrace, the 
second disgust, the last ingratitude, and 
each destruction.” 1 Riches, again, often 
bring danger, trouble, and temptation ; 
they require care to keep, though they 
may give much happiness if wisely spent. 

How then is this great object to be 
secured? What, says Marcus Aurelius, 
“ What is that which is able to conduct 
a man ? One thing and only one — philo- 
sophy. But this consists in keeping the 
dmmon 2 within a man free from violence 
and unharmed, superior to pains and 
pleasures, doing nothing without a pur- 
pose, yet not falsely and with hypocrisy, 
not feeling the need of another man’s 
doing or not doing anything ; and besides, 
accepting all that happens, and all that 
is allotted, as coming from thence, where- 
ever it is, from whence he himself came ; 
and, finally, waiting for death with a 
cheerful mind, as being nothing else than 
a dissolution of the elements of which 
every living being is compounded.” I con- 
fess I do not feel the force of these last few 
words, which indeed scarcely seem requisite 
for his argument. The thought of death, 
however, certainly influences the conduct 
of life less than might have been expected. 

Bacon truly points out that “there is 
no passion in the mind of man so weak, 
but it mates and masters the fear of 
death. . . . Revenge triumphs over death, 
love slights it, honour aspireth to it, grief 
flieth to it.” 

“Think not I dread to see my spirit fly 

Through the dark gates of fell mortality r 
Death has no terrors when the life is true ; 

Tis living ill that makes us fear to die .” 8 

We need certainly have no such fear 

1 Colton, Lacan, or Many Things in Few 
Words. 

2 I.e . spirit. » Omar Khayyam. | 


if we have done our best to make othe 
happy ; to promote “ peace on earth ai 
goodwill amongst men,” Nothing, agai 
can do more to release us from the car 
of this world, which consume so much 
our time, and embitter so much of o\ 
life. When we have done our best, y 
should wait the result in peace ; conten 
as Epictetus says, “with that whic 
happens, for what God chooses is bettc 
than what I choose.” 

At any rate, if we have not effected a 
we wished, we shall have influenced on; 
selves. It may he true that one cannc 
do much. “ You are not Hercules, an 
you are not able to purge away the wicked 
ness of others ; nor yet are you Theseui 
able to drive away the evil things o 
Attica. But you may clear away you 
own. From yourself, from your own 
thoughts, cast away, instead of Procruste 
and Sciron , 1 sadness, fear, desire, envy 
malevolence, avarice, effeminacy, intern 
perance. But it is not possible to ejec 
these things otherwise than by looking t( 
God only, by fixing your affections or 
Him only, by being consecrated by His 
commands .” 2 

Duty does not imply restraint. People 
sometimes think how delightful it would 
be to be quite free. But a ifisli, as Buskin 
says, is freer than a man, and as for a fly 
it is “a black incarnation of freedom.” 
A life of so-called pleasure and self-indul- 
gence is not a life of real happiness or 
true freedom. Far from it, if we once 
begin to give way to ourselves, we fall 
under a most intolerable tyranny. Other 
temptations are in some respects like that 
of drink. At first, perhaps, it seems 
delightful, but there is bitterness at the 
bottom of the cup. Men drink to satisfy 
the desire created by previous indulgence.; 
So it is in other things. Repetition soon 
becomes a craving, not a pleasure. Re- 
sistance grows more and more painful 
yielding, which at first, perhaps, afforded 1 
some slight and temporary gratification,, 
soon ceases to give pleasure, and even if 

1 Two robbers destroyed by Theseus. 

2 Epictetus, 
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for a time it procures relief, ere long 
becomes odious itself. 

To resist is difficult, to give way is pain- 
ful ; until at length the wretched victim 
to himself can only purchase, or thinks 
he can only purchase, temporary relief from 
intolerable craving and depression, at the 
expense of even greater suffering in the 
future. 

On the other hand, self-control, how- 
ever difficult at first, becomes step by step 
easier and more delightful. We possess 
a sort of dual nature, and there are few 
truer triumphs than to obtain thorough 
command of oneself. 

How much pleasanter it is to ride a 
spirited horse, even perhaps though requir- 
ing some strength and skill, than to creep 
along upon a jaded hack. In the one case y ou 
feel under you the free, responsive spring of 
a living and willing force ; in the other 
you have to spur a dull and lifeless slave. 

To be ruler of oneself and have at any 
rate some time under our own control, 
is in reality the best Kingdom on Earth. 
“He who is his own monarch,” says Sir 
T. Browne, “ contentedly sways the sceptre 
of himself, not envying the glory to 
crowned heads and Elohim of the earth 
for those are really highest who are 
nearest to heaven, and those are lowest 
who are farthest from it. 

True greatness has little, if anything, 
to do with rank or power. “ Eurystheus 
being what he was,” says Epictetus, “ was 
not really king of Argos nor of Mycenay 
for he could not even rule himself ; while 
Hercules purged lawlessness and intro- 
duced justice, though he was both naked 
and alone,” 

We are told that Oincas the philosopher 
once asked Pyrrhus what he would do 
when he had conquered Italy. u I will 
conquer Sicily.” “And after Sicily V* 
“Then Africa” “And after yon have 
conquered the world ? ” “I will take my 
ease and he merry.” “ Then,” asked 
Cineas, “ why can you not take your ease 
and he merry now ? ” 

Moreover, as Sir Arthur Helps has 
wisely pointed out, “ the enlarged view we 


have of the Universe must in some measure 
damp personal ambition. What it is to be 
king, sheikh, tetrarch, or emperor over a 
‘bit of a bit ' of this little earth V u All. 
rising to great place,” says Bacon, “is by 
a winding stair;” and “ princes are like 
heavenly bodies, which have much vener- 
ation, but no rest.” 

Plato in the Bejmblic mentions an old 
myth that after death every soul has to 
choose a lot in life for the existence in the 
next world ; and he tells us that the wise 
Ulysses searched for a considerable, time 
for the lot of a private man. He had 
some difficulty in finding it, as it was lying 
neglected in a corner, but when ho had 
secured it he was delighted ; the recollec- 
tion of all he had gone through on earth 
having disenchanted him of ambition. 

Moreover, there is a great deal of 
drudgery in the lives of courts. (Vre- 
monials may be important, but they take 
up much time and are terribly tedious. 

A man then is his own best kingdom. 
“ He that rulcth his spirit,” says 
Solomon, “is better than he that tuketh 
a city.” But self-control, this truest and 
greatest monarchy, rarely comes by in- 
heritance, Every one of ns must conquer 
himself; and we may do so, if we take 
conscience for our guide ami general, 

No one really fails who does his best, 
Seneca observes that “no one saith tin.? 
three hundred Fabii were defeated, but 
that they were slain,” and if yam have 
done your best, you will, in the words of 
an old Norse ballad, have, gained 

“Success in thyself, which is best of alt, M 

Being myself engaged in business, 1 \\m 
rather startled to find it hud down by no 
less an authority than Aristotle (almost m 
if it were a Half-evident proposition) that 
commerce “ia incompatible with the* 
dignified life which it k to be wished tb 
our citizens should lead, and totally 
verse to that generous elevation n* * 
with which it is our anildtion 
them.” I know not how far 
really have been. the spirit ant 
of commerce among the aitdet 
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but if so, I do not wonder that it was not 
more successful. 

I may, indeed, quote Aristotle against 
himself, for he has elsewhere told us that 
“ business should be chosen for the sake 
of leisure ; and things necessary and useful 
for the sake of the beautiful in conduct.” 

It is not true that the ordinary duties 
of life in a country like ours — agriculture, 
manufactures, and commerce, — the pur- 
suits to which the vast majority are and 
must be devoted — are incompatible with 
the dignity or nobility of life. Whether 
a life is noble or ignoble depends, not on 
the calling which is adopted, but on the 
spirit in which it is followed. The 
humblest life may be noble, while that of 
the most powerful monarch or the greatest 
genius may he contemptible. Commerce, 
indeed, is not only compatible, but I 
might go further and say that it will be 
most successful, it carried on in happy 
union with noble aims and generous 
aspirations. What Rnskin says of art is, 
with due modification, true of life gener- 
ally,. It does not matter whether a man 
paint the petal of a rose or the chasms 
of a precipice, so that lo ve and admiration 
attend on him as he labours, and wait for 
ever on his work. It does not matter 
whether he toil for months on a few 
inches of his canvas, or cover a palace 
front with color in a day ; so only that 
it he with a solemn purpose, that he have 
filled his heart with patience, or urged his 
hand to haste.” 

_ ■fk is true that in a subsequent volume 
he refers to. this passage, and adds, “But 
though all is good for study, and all is 
beautiful, some is better than the rest for 
the help and pleasure of others ; and this 
it is our duty always to choose if we have 
opportunity,” adding, however, “ being 
quite happy with what is within our 
reach if we have not.” 

_ We read of and admire the heroes of 
old, but every one of us has to fight his 
own Marathon and Therm opylm ; every 
one meets the Sphinx sitting by the road 
he has to pass ,• to each of us, as to 
Hercules, is offered the choice of Yice or 


Virtue ; we may, like Paris, give the ap- 
of life to Venus, or Juno, or Minerva. 

There are many who seem to think t] 
we have fallen on an age in the wo- 
when life is especially difficult and anxio 
when there is less leisure than of y 0 
and the struggle for existence is keei 
than ever. 

On the other hand, we must rcmemt 
how much we have gained in securit 
It . may he an age of hard work, but wh 
this is not carried to an extreme, it i s : 
no means an evil. If we have less leisu: 
one reason is because life is so full 
interest Cheerfulness is the daughter 
employment, and there never was a tit 
when thought was freer, or when mode 
merit and patient industry were mo 
sure of reward. 

We must not, indeed, be discouraged 
success be slow in coming, nor puffed i 
if it comes quickly. We often eompla 
of the nature of things wlieu the fault 
all in ourselves. Seneca, in one of h 
letters, mentions that his wife’s mai 
Harpaste, had nearly lost her eyesigli 
but “she knoweth not she is blind, si 
saith the house is dark. This that seeraei 
ridiculous unto us in her, happeneth uni 
us all. No man understandeth that he 
covetous, or avaricious. He saith, I ai 
not ambitious, but no man can othorwis 
live in Home ; I am not sumptuous, bn 
the city requireth great expense.” 

t Newman, in perhaps the most boantifij 
of his hymns, u Lead, kindly light,” says 

Keep thou nay feet, I do not ask to see 

Hie distant scene ; one step enough for mo.’ 

But we must be sure that we are reall; 
following some trustworthy guide, and no 
out of mere laziness allowing ourselves tj 
drift. We have a guide within us whicl 
will generally lead us straight enough. 

Religion, no doubt, is full of difficulties 
but if we are often puzzled what to th ink 
we need seldom be in doubt what to do. 

“To say well is good, but to do well is hotter j 
Do well is the spirit, and say well the letter; 
r,f° wel1 and sa y well were fitted in one frame 
All were won, all were done, and got were at 
the gain. : 
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Cleanthes, who appears to have well 
merited the statue erected to him at 
Assos, says : 

“Lead me, 0 Zeus, and thou, 0 Destiny, 

The way that I am bid by you to go : 

To follow I am ready. If I choose not, 

I make myself a wretch ; — and still must 
follow." 

If we are ever in doubt what to do, it 
is a good rule to ask ourselves what we 
shall wish on the morrow that we had 
done. 

Moreover, the result in the long run 
will depend not so much on some single 
resolution, or on our action in a special 
case, but rather on the preparation of 
daily life. Battles are often won before 
they are fought. To control our passions 
we must govern our habits, and keep 
watch over ourselves in the small details 
of everyday life. 

The importance of small things has 
been pointed out by philosophers over 
and over again from iEsop downwards. 
u Great without small makes a bad wall,” 
says a quaint Greek proverb, which seems 
to go back to cyclopean times. In an old 
Hindoo story Ammi says to his son, 
“ Bring me a fruit of that tree and break 
it open. What is there h 55 The son said, 
“Some small -seeds.” “Break one of 
them and what do you see ? ” “ Nothing, 

my lord.” “My child,” said Ammi, 
“where you see nothing there dwells a 
mighty tree.” It may almost he questioned 
whether anything can be truly called 
small. 

“ There is no great and no small 
To the soul that niaketh all ; 

And where it cometh all things are, 

And it cometh every whore.” 1 

We should therefore watch ourselves in 
small things. ‘ If “ you wish not to be of 
an angry temper, do not feed the habit : 
throw nothing on it which will increase 
it : at first keep quiet, and count the days 
on which you have not been angry. I 
used to be in a passion every day ; now 
every second day ; then every third ; then 

1 Emerson. 


every fourth. But if you have inter- 
mitted thirty days, make a sacrifice to 
God. For the habit at first begins to be 
weakened, and then is completely de- 
stroyed. When you can say, ‘ 1 have not 
been vexed to-day, nor the day before, nor 
yet on any succeeding day during two or 
three months ; but I took care when some 
exciting things happened, 5 he assured that 
you are in a good way. 55 1 

Emerson closes his Conduct of Life 
with a striking allegory. The young 
Mortal enters the Hall of the Birmameut. 
The Gods are sitting there, and lie is 
alone with them. They pour mi him 
gifts and blessings, and beckon him to 
their thrones. But between him and 
them suddenly appear snow-storms of 
illusions. He imagines himself in a vast 
crowd, whose behests he fancies he must 
obey. The mad crowd drives hither and 
thither, and sways this way and that. 
What is he that he should resist? He 
lets himself be carried about. How can 
he think or act for himself? But the 
clouds lift, and there are the Gods still 
sitting on their thrones ; they alone with 
him alone. 

“ The great man , 55 he. elsewhere says, 
“is he who in the midst of the crowd 
keeps with perfect sweetness the serenity 
of solitude . 55 

We. may all, indeed, if we will, secure 
peace of mind for ourselves. 

“Men seek retreats , 55 says Marcus An 
re.lt. us, “houses in the country, sen-shores, 
and mountains ; and thou ton art wont 
to desire such things very much. But 
this is altogether a mark of the most 
common sort of men ; for if is in thy 
power whenever thou shaft choose,, to 
retire into thyself. For nowhere either 
with more quiet or more freedom from 
trouble does a man retire, than into 1 ' 
own soul, particularly when lie lias with 
him such thoughts that by looking in 
them he is immediately in per lee* * wt u 
quill ity.” 

Happy indeed ia lot who low inch n 
sanctuary in his own »o«h ** He who is 
1 Epictetus. 
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virtuous is wise ; and he who is wise is 
good ; and he who is good is happy.” 1 
But we cannot expect to he happy if 
we do not lead pure and useful lives. To 
he good company for ourselves we must 
store our minds well ; fill them with pure 
and peaceful thoughts ; with pleasant 
memories of the past, and reasonable 
hopes for the future. We must, as far 
as may he, protect ourselves from self- 
reproach, from care, and from anxiety. We 
shall make our lives pure and peaceful, 
hy resisting evil, hy placing restraint upon 
our appetites, and perhaps even more hy 
strengthening and developing our tend- 
encies to good. We must be careful, then, 
on what we allow our minds to dwell. 
The soul is dyed hy its thoughts ; we 
cannot keep our minds pure if we allow 
them to he sullied hy detailed accounts 
of crime and sin. Peace of mind, as 
Buskin beautifully observes, “ must come 
in its own time, as the waters settle 
themselves into clearness as well as quiet- 
ness ; you can no more filter your mind 
into purity than you can compress it into 
calmness ; you must keep it pure if you 
would have it pure, and throw no stones 
into it if you would have it quiet.” 

The penalty of injustice, said Socrates, 
is not death or stripes, but the fatal neces- 
sity of becoming more and more, unjust. 
Few men have led a wiser or more 
virtuous life than Socrates himself, of 
whom Xenophon gives us the following 
description: — “To me, being such as I 
have described him, so pious that he did 
nothing without the sanction of the gods ; 
so just, that he wronged no man even in 
the most trifling affair, hut was of service 
in the most important matters to those 
who enjoyed his society ; so temperate 
that he never preferred pleasure to virtue; 
so wise, that he never erred in distinguish- 
ing better from worse ; needing no counsel 
from others, but being sufficient in himself 
to discriminate between them ; so able to 
explain and settle such questions by argu- 
ment ; and so capable of discerning the 
character of others, of confuting those 
1 , King Alfred’s Boethius. 


who were in error, and of exhorting them 
to virtue and honour, he seemed to be 
such as the best and happiest of men 
would be. But if any one disapproves 
of my opinion let him compare the con- 
duct of others with that of Socrates, and 
determine accordingly.” 

Marcus Aurelius again has drawn for us 
a most instructive lesson in his character 
of Antoninus: — “Remember his constancy 
in every act which was conformable to 
reason, his evenness in all things, his 
piety, the serenity of his countenance, 
his sweetness, his disregard of empty 
fame, and his efforts to understand tilings ; 
how he would never let anything pass 
without having first most carefully ex- 
amined it and clearly understood it • how 
he bore with those who blamed him 
unjustly without blaming them in return; 
how he did nothing in a hurry ; how he 
listened not to calumnies, and how exact 
an examiner of manners and actions he 
was ; not given to reproach people, nor 
timid, nor suspicious, nor a sophist ; with 
how little he was satisfied, such as lodging, 
bed, dress, food, servants ; how laborious 
and patient ; how sparing lie was in his 
diet ; his firmness and uniformity in his 
friendships ; how he tolerated freedom of 
speech in those who opposed his opinions; 
the pleasure that he had when any man 
showed him anything better ; and how 
pious he was without superstition. Imi- 
tate all this that thou mayest have as 
good a conscience, when thy last hour 
comes, as he had.” 

Such peace of mind is indeed an in- 
estimable boon, a rich reward of duty 
fulfilled. Well then does Epictetus ask, 
“Is there no reward 1 ? Do you seek a 
reward greater than that of doing wliat 
is good and just ? At Olympia you wish 
for nothing more, but it seems to you 
enough to be crowned at the games. 
Does it then seem to you so small and 
worthless a thing to be good and happy?” 

In Bernard of Morlaix’s beautiful 
lines — 

“ Pax erit ilia fidelibus, ilia beata 
Irrevoeabilis, Invariabilis, Intemerata. 



CHAP. HI 


A SONG OF BOONS 


*3 


Pax sine orimine, pax sine turbine, pax sine 
rixa, 

Meta Laboribua, inque tumultibus anchora 
fixa ; 

Pax erit omnibus unica. Sed quibus ? Im- 
maculatis 

Pectore mitibiis, ordine stantibus, ore saerafcis.” 

What greater reward can we have than 
this ; than the “peace which passeth all 
understanding,” which “ cannot he gotten 
for gold, neither shall silver be weighed 
for the price thereof” 1 


CHAPTER III 

A SONG OF BOOKS 2 

{< 0h for a booke and a shadie nooko, 

Eyther in doore or out ; 

With the grene leaves whispering overhead 
Or the streete cryes all about. 

Where I niaie reade all at my ease, 

Both of the newe and old ; 

For a jollie goode booke whereon to looko, 
Is better to me than goldo.” 

Old English Song. 

Of all the privileges we enjoy in this 
nineteenth century there is none, perhaps, 
for which we ought to be more thankful 
than for the easier access to books. 

The debt we owe to hooks was well 
expressed by Richard de Bury, Bishop of 
Durham, author of Philohiblon , written 
as long ago as 1344, published in .1473, 
and the earliest English treatise on the 
delights of literature : — “ These,” he says, 
“are the masters who instruct us without 
rods and ferules, without hard words ami 
anger, without clothes or money. If you 
approach them, they are not asleep; if 
investigating you interrogate them, they 
conceal nothing ; if you mistake them, 
they never grumble j if you are ignorant, 
they cannot laugh, at you. The library,! 
therefore, of wisdom is more precious; 
than all riches, and nothing that can be 
wished for is worthy to be compared with 
it. Whosoever therefore acknowledges 

1 Job. 

2 Delivered at the Working Men’s College. 


himself to he a zealous follower ot truth, 
of happiness, of wisdom, of science, or 
even of the faith, must of necessity make 
himself a lover of books.” Cut it the 
debt were great then, how much more 
now. 

This feeling that hooks are real friends 
is constantly present to all who love read- 
ing. u I have friends,” said Petrarch, 
“ whose society is extremely agreeable to 
me ; they are of all ages, and of every 
country. They have diet ingni hed. them- 
selves both in the cabinet ami in the 
field, and obtained high honours for floor 
knowledge of the sciences. I t m erey fu 
gain access to them, for they are always 
at my service, and I admit them to my 
company, and dismiss them from it, 
whenever I please. They are never 
troublesome, but; Immediately answer every 
question I ask them. Some relate f»» me 
the events of past ages, while other* 
reveal tome the secrets of Nature. Some 
teach me how to live, and others hove to 
die. Some, by their vivacity, drive away 
my cares ami exhilarate my spirits ; while 
others give fortitude to my mind, ami 
teach me the important lesson how to 
restrain my desires, and to depend, wholly 
on myself. They open to im% in short, 
the various avenues of all the arts and 
sciences, and upon their Information 1 
may safely rely in all emeipymde*, In 
return for all their services, they only a»k 
me to accommodate them with a con- 
venient chamber in some corner of my 
humble habitation, where- they may 
repose in peace; for them frmmU are 
more delighted by the tranquillity of 
retirement than with the tumult* of 
society” 

“lie that loveth a booly** say# 
Barrow, “will never want n faithful 
friend, a wholesome counsellor, n rimer* 
fu'I companion, an e.ITect«al comlWlrr, 
By study, by rending, by thinking, one 
may innocently divert "and jdeimtitjy 
entertain himself, its in nil weathers, tm 
in all fortunea.” 

Southey took n rather more imdaneholy 

view : ■ * 
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“ My days among the dead are pass’d, 
Around me I "beliold, 

Where’er these casual eyes are cast, 

The mighty minds of old ; 

My never-failing friends are they, 

With whom I converse day by day.” 

Imagine, in the words of Aikin, “that 
we had it in our power to call up the 
shades of the greatest and wisest men 
that ever existed, and oblige them to con- 
verse with us on the most interesting 
topics — what an inestimable privilege 
should we think it l — how superior to all 
common enjoyments ! But in a well- 
furnished library we, in fact, possess this 
power. We can question Xenophon and 
Caesar on their campaigns, make Demos- 
thenes and Cicero plead before us, join in 
the audiences of Socrates and Plato, and 
receive demonstrations from Euclid and 
Newton. In books we have the choicest 
thoughts of the ablest men in their best 
dress” 

“Books,” says Jeremy Collier, “are a 
guide in youth and an entertainment for 
age. They support us under solitude, 
and keep us from being a burthen to 
ourselves. They help us to forget the 
crossness of men and things ; compose 
our cares and our passions ; and lay our 
disappointments asleep. When we are 
weary of the living, we may repair to 
the dead, who have nothing of peevish- 
ness, pride, or design in their conversa- 
tion.” 

Sir John Herschel tells an amusing 
anecdote illustrating the pleasure derived 
from a hook, not assuredly of the first 
order. In a certain village the black- 
smith having got hold of Eichardson’s 
novel, Pamela , or Virtue Rewarded , used 
to sit on his anvil in the long summer 
evenings and read it aloud to a large and 
attentive audience. It is by no means a 
short book, but they fairly listened to it 
all. At length, when the happy turn of 
fortune arrived, which brings the hero 
and heroine together, and sets them living 
long and happily together according to 
the most approved rules, the congregation 
were so delighted as to raise a great shout, 


and procuring the church keys, actually 
set the parish bells a-ringing. 

“The lover of reading,” says Leigh 
Hunt, “ will derive agreeable terror from 
Sir Bertram and the Haunted Chamber * 
will assent with delighted reason to every 
sentence in Mrs. BarbaukVs Essay ; will 
feel himself wandering into solitudes with 
Gray ; shake honest hands with Sir Roger 
de Cover ley ; be ready to embrace Parson 
Adams, and to chuck Pounce out of the 
window instead of the hat ; will travel 
with Marco Polo and Mungo Park ; stay 
at home with Thomson ; retire with 
Cowley; he industrious with Hutton; 
sympathising with Gay and Mrs. Inch 
bald; laughing with (and at) Bunch ; 
melancholy, and forlorn, and self-restored 
with the shipwrecked mariner of De Foe! 

Carlyle has wisely said that a collection 
of books is a real university. 

The importance of books has been 
appreciated in many quarters where we 
might least expect it. Among the hardy 
Norsemen runes were supposed to be 
endowed with miraculous power. There 
is an Arabic proverb, that “a wise man’s 
day is worth a fool’s life,” and another— 
though it reflects, perhaps, rather the 
spirit of the Califs than of the Sultans,— 
that “ the ink of science is more precious 
than the blood of the martyrs.” 

Confucius is said to have described 
himself as a man who “ in his eager pur- 
suit of knowledge forgot his food, who 
in the joy of its attainment forgot his 
sorrows, and did not even perceive that 
old age was coining on.” 

Yet, if this could be said by the Arabs 
and the Chinese, what language can be 
strong enough to express the gratitude we 
ought to feel for the advantages we enjoy ! 
We do not appreciate, I think, our good 
fortune in belonging to the nineteenth 
century. Sometimes, indeed, one may 
even be inclined to wish that one had not 
lived quite so soon, and to long for a 
glimpse of the books, even the school- 
books, of one hundred years hence. Even j 
a century ago not only were books] 
extremely expensive and cumbrous, but! 
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many of the most delightful were still 
uncreated — such as the works of Scott, 
Thackeray, Dickens, Shelley, and Byron, 
not to mention living authors. How 
much more interesting science has become 
especially, if I were to mention only one 
name, through the genius of Darwin ! 
Renan has characterised this as a most 
amusing century; I should rather have 
described it as most interesting : present- 
ing us as it does with an endless vista of 
absorbing problems ; with, infinite oppor- 
tunities ; with more interest and less 
danger than surrounded our less fortunate 
ancestors. 

Cicero described a room without books, 
as a body without a soul. But it is by no 
means necessary to be a philosopher to 
love reading. 

Reading, indeed, is by no means neces- 
sarily study. Ear from it. “ I put,” says 
Mr. Frederic Harrison, in his excellent 
article on the “ Choice of Books,” “ I 
put the poetic and emotional side ot 
literature as the most needed for daily 
use” 

In the prologue to the Legends of Goode 
Women , Chaucer says : 

<c And as for me, though that I koime but lyte, 

On bokes for to rede I me del y to, 

And to him give I feyth and ful credence, 

And in myn herte have him in reverence, 

So hertely, that tlier is game noon, 

That fro my bokes makoth me to goon, 

But yt be seldome on the holy day, 

Save, certynly, when that the monthe of May 
Is comen, and that I here the forties synge, 

And that the floures gynnen for to sprynge, 
Farwel my boke and my devoeion.” 

But I doubt whether, if he had enjoyed, 
our advantages, he could have been so 
certain o:f tearing himself away, even in 
the month of May. 

Macaulay, who had all that wealth and 
fame, rank and talents could give, yet, we 
are told, derived his greatest happiness 
from hooks. Sir G. Trevelyan, in his 
charming biography, says that — a of the ; 
feelings which Macaulay entertained to- 
wards the great minds of bygone ages it is 
not for any one except himself to speak, j 
He has told us how liis debt to them was ! 


incalculable; how they guided him to 
truth; liow they filled his mind with 
noble and graceful images ; how they stood 

by him in all vicissitudes— comforters in 

sorrow, nurses in sickness, companions in 
solitude, the old friends who are never 
seen with new faces ; who are the same in 
wealth and in poverty, in glory and in 
obscurity. Great as wen* the honours and 
possessions which Macaulay acquired by Ids 
pen, all who knew him were well aware 
that the titles and rewards which he gained 
by his own works were as nut hint! in the 
balance compared with the pleasure he 
derived from the works of. others.” 

■ There was no society in Loudon -•» agree- 
able that Macaulay would have preferred 
it at breakfast or at dinner “ to the roiio 
pany of Storm* or Fielding, Itoraci* Wal- 
pole or Boswell.” The love t*i reading 
which Gibbon, declared he would nut ex- 
change for all the treasures of India was, 
in fact, with Macaulay 4 ‘u main element of 
happiness in one of the happiest lives that 
it has ever fallen to the lot of the bio* 
graph er to record.” 

M History,” says Fuller, *• nmkrfh n 
young man to he old without either 
wrinkles or gray hair, privileging him 
with the experience of age without either 
the infirmities or the imamveuhweeH 
thereof.” 

So delightful indeed are hook* that we 
must be careful not to forget other dutica 
for them; in cultivating the mind we 
must not neglect the body, 

To the lover of literature or science, 
exercise often presents itself o* an irk emm 
duty, and many a one baa felt like M the 
; fair pupil of A sebum iLady Jane Urey;,* 

| who, while the horns were sounding «$t*d 
| dogs in full cry, sat in flic lonely oriel* 

. with eyes riveted to that immortal p«jte 
! which tells how meekly and hnivrly 
(Bomd.es) the (ml martyr of inteller Inal 
liberty took the cup from Id?* weeping 
jailer.” 1 

Still, as tins lute Lord Derby justly ofe 
served,* thorns who do not find tints ft 

1 Mitcsieloo 

* Address, Li verpont .College*,' tWl, 
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exercise will have to find time for ill- 
ness. 

Books, again, are now so cheap as to be 
within the reach of almost every one. 
This was not always so. It is quite a 
recent blessing. Mr, Ireland, to whose 
charming little Booh Lover's Enchiridion , 
in common with every lover of reading, I 
am greatly indebted, tells us that when 
a boy he was so delighted with White’s 
Natural History of Selborne , that in order 
to possess a copy of his own he actually 
copied out the whole work. 

Mary Lamb gives a pathetic description 
of a studious boy lingering at a bookstall : 

saw a boy with eager eye 
Open a book upon a stall, 

And read, as he’d devour it all ; 

Which, when the stall man did espy, 

Soon to the boy I heard him call, 

‘You, sir, you never buy a book, 

Therefore in one you shall not look.’ 

The boy passed slowly on, and with a sigh 
He wished he never had been taught to read, 
Then of the old churl’s books he should have 
had no need.” 

Such snatches of literature have, indeed, 
a special and peculiar charm. This is, 
I believe, partly due to the very fact 
of their being brief. Many readers 
miss much of the pleasure of reading by 
forcing themselves to dwell too long con- 
tinuously on one subject. In a long 
railway journey, for instance, many persons 
take only a single book. The consequence 
is that, unless it is a story, after half an 
hour or an hour they are quite tired of it. 
Whereas, if they had two, or still better 
three books, on different subjects, and one 
of them of an amusing character, they 
would probably find that, by changing as 
soon as they felt at all weary, they would 
come back again and again to each with 
renewed zest, and hour after hour would 
pass pleasantly away. Every one, of 
course, must judge for himself, but such 
at least is my experience. 

I quite agree, therefore, with Lord 
Iddesleigh as to the charm of desultory 
reading, but the wider the field the more 
important that we should benefit by the 
very best books in each class. Not that we 


need confine ourselves to them, but that 
we should commence with them, and they 
will certainly lead us on to others. There 
are of course some books which we must 
read, mark, learn, and inwardly digest. 
But these are exceptions. As regards by 
far the larger number, it is probably 
better to read them quickly, dwelling only 
on the best and most important passages. 
In this way, no doubt, we shall lose much' 
but we gain more by ranging 0V er a wider 
field. We may, in fact, I think, apply to 
reading Lord Brougham’s wise dictum as 
regards education, and say that it is well 
to read everything of something, and 
something of everything. In this way 
only we can ascertain the bent of our 
own tastes, for it is a general, though not 
of course an invariable, rule, that we 
profit little by books which we do not enjoy. 

Every one, however, may suit himself. 
The variety is endless. 

Not only does a library contain “in- 
finite riches in a little room,” 1 but we 
may sit at home and yet be in all quarters 
of tlie earth. We may travel round the 
world with Captain Cook or Darwin, 
with Kingsley or Buskin, who will show 
us much more perhaps than ever we 
should see for ourselves. The world 
itself has no limits for us ; Humboldt 
and Herschel will carry us far away to 
the mysterious nebulae, beyond the sun 
and even the stars : time has no more 
bounds than space ; history stretches out 
behind us, and geology will cany us back 
for millions of years" before the creation 
of man, even to the origin of the material 
Universe itself. Nor are we limited to 
one plane of thought. Aristotle and 
Plato will transport us into a sphere none 
the less delightful because we cannot 
appreciate it without some training. 

Comfort and consolation, peace and 
happiness, may indeed be found in his 
library by any one “ who shall bring the 
golden key that unlocks its silent door.” 2 
A library is true fairyland, a very palace 
of delight, a haven of repose from the 
storms and troubles of the world. Bicli 
1 Marlowe. 2 Matthews, 
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and poor can. enjoy it alike, for here, at 
least, wealth gives no advantage. We 
may make a library, if we do but rightly 
use it, a true paradise on earth, a garden 
of Eden without its one drawback ; for 
all is open to us, including, and especially, 
the fruit of the Tree of Knowledge, for 
which we are told that our first mother 
sacrificed all the Pleasures of Paradise. 
Here we may read the most important 
histories, the most exciting volumes of 
travels and adventures, the most interest- 
ing stories, the most beautiful poems ; we 
may meet the most eminent statesmen, 
poets, and philosophers, benefit by the 
ideas of the greatest thinkers, and enjoy 
the grandest creations of human genius. 


CHAPTER IY 

THE CHOICE OF BOOKS 1 

M All round the room my silent servants wait — 
My friends in every season, bright and dim, 
Angels and Seraphim 

Come down and murmur to me, sweet and low. 
And spirits of the skies all come and go 
Early and Late.” Proctor. 

And yet too often they wait in vain. 
One reason for this is, I think, that people 
are overwhelmed by the crowd of books 
offered to them. 

In old, days books were rare and dear. 
Now on the contrary, it may be said with 
greater truth than ever that 

‘'Words are things, and a small drop of ink, 
Falling like dew upon a thought, produces 
That which makes thousands, perhaps millions, 
think.” 2 

Our ancestors had great difficulty in pro- 
curing books. Ours now is what to select 
We must be careful what we read, and 
not, like the sailors of Ulysses, take bags 
of wind for sacks of treasure — not only 
lest we should even now fall into the 
error of the Greeks, and suppose that 

1 Delivered at the London Working Men’s 
College. 

2 Byron. 

0 


language and definitions can be im tru 
merits of investigation as well as of 
thought, but lest, as too often happens, 
we should waste time over trash. ’I Imre 
are, indeed, books and books; and there 
* are books which, as Lamb said, are not 
books at all. There are many book to 
which one may apply, in the sarcastic 
sense, the ambiguous remark which Lord 
Beaconsfield made to an unfortunate 
author, u I will lose no time in reading 
your book.” Others are more thou 
useless, am l p» » i sm t tin* mind w t 1 1 1 a : i fj 
gestions of evil. Few realise h»nv nnrii 
the happiness of life, and the imnut :< m 
of character, depend ou a wise select imi u! 
books we read. 

Many, I believe, are, deferred from 
attempting what are called Mill* hunks for 
fear they should not understand them ; 
but there are few who need coin plain ot 
the narrowness of t heir minds, if only 
they would do their best with them, 

In reading, however, it is need im- 
portant to select subjects in which one b» 
interested. 1 remember y ears age* com 
suiting Mr. Darwin as to the selection of 
a course of study, lie asked me what 
interested me most, ami advised me to 
choose that subject. 'This, indeed, applies 
to the work of life generally. 

I am sometimes disposed to think that 
the great readers of tin* next generation 
will be, not our lawyers and deetons 
shopkeepers and manufacturers, hut, the 
labourers and mechanics. "Dues m4 thin 
seem natural 1 The former work mainly 
with their head ; when their daily dot mi 
are over, the brain is often exhausted, arid 
of their leisure time much imset he de- 
voted to air and exercise. The, liibuuttir 
and mechanic, on the contrary, inoddiM* 
working often for much shorter Xmur* y 
have in their work dime taken nutfkirut 
bodily exams*?, and mdd tin* re fore give 
any leisure they might have to read i fig 
and study. They have not; done §« as 
yet, it is true ; but this hm \mm for 
obvious reasons. Now, however, in tbs 
first place, they receive nr* excellent «lu 
cation in elementary 'scliouist aim! in tit® 
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second have more easy access to the best 
books. 

Ruskin has observed that he is not sur- 
prised at what men suffer, but he often 
wonders at what they lose. We suffer 
much, no doubt, from the faults of others, 
but we lose much more by our own 
ignorance. 

“ If,” says Sir John Herschel, “ I were 
to pray for a taste which should stand 
me in stead under every variety of cir- 
cumstances, and be a source of happiness 
and cheerfulness to me through life, and 
a shield against its ills, however things 
might go amiss and the world frown upon 
me, it would be a taste for reading. I 
speak of it of course only as a worldly 
advantage, and not in the slightest degree 
as superseding or derogating from the 
higher office and surer and stronger 
panoply of religious principles— but as 
a taste, an instrument, and a mode of 
pleasurable gratification. Give a man 
this taste, and the means of gratifying it, 
and you can hardly fail of making a 
happy man, unless, indeed, you put into 
his hands a most perverse selection of 
books.” 

It is one thing to own a library ; it 
is quite another to use it wisely. I 
have often been astonished how little care 
people devote to the selection of what 
they read. Rooks, we know, are almost 
innumerable ; our hours for reading are, 
alas ! very few. And yet many people 
read almost by hazard. They will take 
any book they chance to find in a room 
at a friend’s house • they will buy a novel 
at a railway-stall if it has an attractive 
title ; indeed, I believe in some cases even 
the binding affects their choice. The 
selection is, no doubt, far from easy. I 
have often wished some one would re- 
commend a list of a hundred good hooks. 
If we had such lists drawn up by a few 
good guides they would he most useful. 

I have indeed sometimes heard it said 
that in reading every one must choose for 
himself, but this reminds me of the re- 
commendation not. to go into the water 
till you can swim. 


PART I ; 

In the absence of such lists I have 
picked out the hooks most frequently 
mentioned with approval by those \yho 
have referred directly or indirectly to the 
pleasure of reading, and have ventured to 
include some which, though less frequently 
mentioned, are especial favourites of my 
own. Every one who looks at the list 
will wish to suggest other books, as indeed ; 
I should myself, but in that case the: 
number would soon run up . 1 * * * 

I have abstained, for obvious reasons 
from mentioning works by living authors 5 : 
though from many of them I have myself 
derived the keenest enjoyment ; and I 
have omitted works on science, with one 
or two exceptions, because the subject is 
so progressive. 

I feel that the attempt is over hold 
and I must beg for indulgence, while 
hoping for criticism ; indeed one object 
which I have had in view is to stimu- 
late others more competent than I am to 
give us the advantage of their opinions. 

Moreover, I must repeat that I suggest 
these works rather as those which, as far 
as I have seen, have been most frequently ! 
recommended, than as suggestions of my ; 
own, though I have slipped in a few of 
my own special favourites. 

In any such selection much weight 
should, I think, be attached to the general 
verdict of mankind. There is a “ struggle I 
for existence” and a “ survival of the ! 
fittest” among books, as well as among : 
animals and plants. As Alonzo of Aragon i 
said, “Age is a recommendation in four 
things — old wood to burn, old wine to 
drink, old friends to trust, and old books ! 
to read.” Still, this cannot be accepted 
without important qualifications. The j 
most recent books of history and science ! 
contain, or ought to contain, the most j 
accurate information and the most trust- 
worthy conclusions. Moreover, while the ! 

1 Several longer lists have been given ; for I 

instance, by Comte, Qatechism of Positive, Philo- 

sophy; Pycroft, Course of English Reading; 
Baldwin, The Book lover; Perkins, The, Best 

Reading ; and by Ireland, Books for General ■ 

Readers. 
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books of other races and times have an 
interest from their very distance, it must 
be admitted that many will still more 
enjoy, and feel more at home with, those 
of our own century and people. 

Yet the oldest books of the world are 
remarkable and interesting on account 
of their very age ; and the works which 
have influenced the opinions, or charmed 
the leisure hours, of millions of men in 
distant times and far-away regions are 
well worth reading on that very account, 
even if to us they seem scarcely to deserve 
their reputation. It is true that to 
many, such works are accessible only in 
translations ; but translations, though 
they can never perhaps do justice to the 
original, may yet be admirable in them- 
selves. Tlie ' Bible itself, which must 
stand first in the list, is a conclusive 
case. 

At the head of all non - Christian 
moralists, I must place the writings of 
Epictetus, of Marcus Aurelius, and of 
Seneca, certainly three of the noblest 
works in the whole of literature ; and 
which, moreover, have been admir- 
ably translated. The Analects of Con- 
fucius will, I believe, prove disappointing 
to most English readers, but the effect it 
has produced on the most numerous race 
of men constitutes in itself a peculiar 
interest. The Ethics of Aristotle, per- 
haps, appear to some disadvantage from 
the very fact that they have so profoundly 
influenced our views of morality. The 
Koran, like the Analects of Confucius, 
will to most of us derive its principal 
interest from the effect it has exercised, 
and still exercises, on so many millions of 
our fellow-men. I doubt whether in any 
other respect it will seem to repay per- 
usal, and to most persons probably certain 
extracts, not too numerous, would appear 
sufficient. 

The writings of the Apostolic Fathers 
have been collected in one volume by 
Wake. It is but a small one, and though 
I must humbly confess that I was dis- 
appointed, they are perhaps all the more 
curious from the contrast they aiford to 


those of the Apostles themselves. < H Uta 
later Fathers I have included only the 
Confessions of St, Augustine, which !»»\ 
Pusey selected for the conuin’iiceimmi *4. 
the Library of the Fathers, and whndi, ns 
he observes, has ‘‘ been translated ngnm 
and again into almost every hurnpean 
language, and in all loved:” though 
Luther was of opinion that M. August urn 
“wrote nothing to the purple concerning 
faith.” But then Luther was no great 
admirer of the Fa fliers. St, L'Svisr, he 

says, “writes, alas ! very coldly ; * oryi^ 

ostom “digresses front tie* cbh-t }"onta ; 
St. Jerome is u very poor ; * f .nu to not, 
he says, “ the more 1 read the bo«>k.'> nt fue 
Fathers the more 1 fmd myself ojlrnded ; 
while Renan, in hi# inter*", t j ay ant* 
biography , compared theology to a to 'flee' 
Cathedral, “olio a la grandeur, le# vide* 
immenses, et In pen hie solid itv, 

Among other devotional works in <.*$»!. 
frequently recommended are Thou mu a 
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conditions. We must not be ungrateful 
to the great master, because his own 
lessons have taught us how to advance. 

Plato, on the other hand, I say so with 
all respect, seems to me in some cases to 
play on words : his arguments are very 
able, very philosophical, often very noble ; 
hut not always conclusive ; in a language 
differently constructed they might some- 
times tell in exactly the opposite sense. 
If his method has proved less fruitful, if 
in metaphysics we have made but little 
advance, that very fact in one point of 
view leaves the Dialogues of Socrates as 
instructive now as ever they were • while 
the problems with which they deal will 
always rouse our interest, as the calm 
and lofty spirit which inspires them 
must command our admiration. Of 
the Apology and the Phcedo especially 
it would be impossible to speak too grate- 
fully. 

I would also mention Demosthenes’s 
De Corona, which Lord Brougham pro- 
nounced the greatest oration of the 
greatest of orators ; Lucretius, Plutarch’s 
Lives, Horace, and at least the De Officiis , 
De Amicitid, and De Senectute of Cicero. 

The great epics of the world have 
always constituted one of the most popu- 
lar branches of literature. Yet how few, 
comparatively, ever read Homer or Virgil 
after leaving school. 

The Nibelungenlied , our great Anglo- 
Saxon epic, is perhaps too much neglected, 
no doubt on account of its painful char- 
acter. Brunhild and Kriemhild, indeed, 
are far from perfect, but we meet with few 
such “live” women in Greek or Homan 
literature. Hor must I omit to mention 
Sir T. Malory’s Morte d’ Arthur, though I 
confess I do so mainly in deference to the 
judgment of others. 

Among the Greek tragedians I include 
iEschylus, if not all his works, at any rate 
Prometheus, perhaps the sublimeet poem 
in Greek literature, and the Trilogy (Mr. 
Symonds in his Greelc Poets speaks of the 
unrivalled majesty ” of the Agamemnon, 
and Mark Pattison considered it “the 
grandest work of creative genius in the 


whole range of literature ”) ; or, as Sir 
M. E. Grant Duff recommends, the Persce • 
Sophocles (CEdipus Tyrannies), Euripides 
(Medea), and Aristophanes (The Knights and 
Clouds); unfortunately, as Schlegel says 
probably even the greatest scholar does 
not understand half his jokes ; and I 
think most readers will prefer our own 
poets. 

I should like, moreover, to say a word 
for Eastern poetry, such as portions of the 
Malta Bharata and Bamayana (too long 
probably to be read through, but of which 
Talboys Wheeler has given a most interest- 
ing epitome in the first two volumes of 
his History of India) ; the Shah-nameh, the 
work of the great Persian poet Firdusi ; 
Kalidasa’s Sahmtala , and the Shelving, the 
classical collection of ancient; Chinese odes. 
Many I know, will think I ought to have 
included Omar Khayyam. 

In history we are beginning to feci that 
the vices and vicissitudes of kings and 
queens, and the dates of battles and wars, 
are far less important than the development 
of human thought, the progress of art, of 
science, and of law, and the subject is on 
that very account even more interesting 
than ever. I will, however, only mention, 
and that rather from a literary than a his- 
torical point of view, Herodotus, Xenophon 
(the Anabasis), Thucydides, and Tacitus 
(Germania) ; and of modem historians, 
Gibbon’s Decline and Fall (“ the splendid 
bridge from the old world to the new ”), 
Hume’s History of England , Carlyle’s 
French Revolution, G rote’s History of Greece, 
and Green’s Short History of the English 
People. 

Science is so rapidly progressive that, 
though to many minds it is the most 
fruitful and interesting subject of all, I 
cannot here rest on that agreement which, 
rather than my own opinion, I take as the 
basis of my list. I will therefore only 
mention Bacon’s Novum Organum, Mill’s 
Logic, and Darwin’s Origin of Species ; in 
Political Economy, which some of our 
rulers do not now sufficiently value, Mill, 
and parts of Smith’s Wealth of Nations, 
for probably those ; who do not intend to 
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make a special study of political economy 
would scarcely read the whole. 

Among voyages and travels, perhaps 
those most frequently suggested are Cook's 
Voyages , Humboldt’s Travels , and Darwin’s 
Naturalist’s Journal; though I confess I 
should like to have added many more. 

Mr. Bright not long ago specially re- 
commended the less known American poets, 
but he probably assumed that every one 
would have read Shakespeare, Milton 
(. Paradise Lost , Lycidas , Comm and minor 
poems), Chaucer, Dante, Spenser, Drydcn, 
Scott, Wordsworth, Pope, Byron, and 
others, before embarking on more doubtful 
adventures. 

Among other books most frequently re- 
commended are Goldsmith’s Vicar of 
Wakefield^ Swift’s Gulliver’s Travels , Defoe’s 
Robinson Crusoe , The Arabian Nights , lbn 
Quixote , Boswell’s Life of Johnson, White’s 
Natural History of Selborne , Burke’s Select 
Works (Payne), the Essays of Bacon, 
Addison, Hume, Montaigne, Macaulay, and 
Emerson, Carlyle’s Past and Present , 
Smiles’s Self-Help, and Goethe’s Faust and 
Autobiography. 

Nor can one go wrong in recommending 
Berkeley’s Human Knowledge , Descartes *» 
Discours sur la Methode , Locke’s Conduct 
of the Understanding , Lewes’s History of 
Philosophy ; while, in order to keep within 
the number one hundred, I can only 
mention Mol. fere and Sheridan among 
dramatists. Macaulay considered Mari- 1 
vaux’s La > Vie de Marianne the best novel j 
in any language, but my number is so j 
nearly complete that I must content my * i 
self with English: and will suggest 
Thackeray ( Vanity Fair and Pendennis ), j 
Dickens (. Pickwick and David Oopperfwtd), j 
G. Eliot (Adorn Bede or The Mill on the ; 
Floss), Kingsley (Westward Ho!), Ly Won J 
( Last Days of Pompeii), and last, not least, j 
those of Scott, which indeed constitute a \ 
library in themselves, but which 1 must ; 
ask, in return for my trouble, to be allowed, j 
as a special favour, to count as one. j 

To any lover of books the very mention 
of these names brings back a crowd of de* j 
licious memories, grateful recollections of j 


peaceful home hours, alter the labours air 
anxieties of the day. Hmv t haul. till w 
ought to be for these inestimable bo •■■■ me.’ 
for this numberless host ot friends wb 
never weary, betray, or forsake us ! 
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Shakespeare 

Milton’s Paradise Lost, Lycidas, Comus, and 
the shorter poems 
Dante’s Divina Commedia 
Spenser’s Faerie Queen 
Scott’s Poems 

Wordsworth (Mr. Arnold’s selection) 

Pope’s Essay on Criticism 
Essay on Man 
Rape of the Lock 
Burns 

Byron’s Child© Harold . 

Gray’s Poems 

Tennyson’s Idylls and smaller poems 


Herodotus 

Xenophon’s Anabasis 
Thucydides 
Tacitus’s Germania 
Livy 

Gibbon’s Decline and Fall 
Plume’s History of England 
Grote’s History of Greece 
Carlyle’s French Revolution 
Green’s Short History of England 
Lewes’s Plistory of Philosophy 


Arabian Nights 
Swift’s Gulliver’s Travels 
Defoe’s Robinson Crusoe 
Goldsmith’s Vicar of Wakefield 
Cervantes’s Don Quixote 
Boswell’s Life of Johnson 
Molitsre 

Schiller’s William Tell 

Sheridan’s The Critic, School for Scandal, and 
The Rivals 

Carlyle’s Past and Present 


Bacon’s Novum Organum 
Smith’s Wealth of Nations (part of) 
Mill’s Political Economy 
Cook’s Voyages 
Humboldt’s Travels 
White’s Natural History of Selborne 
Darwin’s Origin of Species 
Naturalist’s Voyage 
Mill’s Logic 

Buskin, Selection from the writings of 


Bacon's Essays 
Montaigne’s Essays 
Macaulay’s Essays 
Addison’s Essays 
Emerson’s Essays 
Burke’s Select Works 
Smiles’s Self-Help 
Ruskin’s Modern Painters 


Voltaire’s Zadig and Micromegas 
Goethe’s Faust, and Autobiography 


Thackeray’s Vanity Fair 
Pendennis 
Dickens’s Pickwick 
David Copperfield 
Lytton’s Last Days of Pompeii 
George Eliot’s Adam Bed© 
Kingsley’s Westward Ho l 
Scott’s Novels 


CHAPTER V 

THE BLESSING- OF FRIENDS 1 

“They seem to take away the sun from the 
world who withdraw friendship from life - f or 
wo have received nothing better from tlie^ Im- 
mortal Gods, nothing more delightful.”— Cioimo.j 

Most of those who have written in praise 
of books have thought they could say 
nothing more conclusive than to compare 
them to friends. 

All men, said Socrates, have their 
different objects of ambition — horses, clogs, 
money, honour, as the case may be ; but 
for his own part he would -rather have a 
good friend than all these put together. 
And again, men know “ the number of 
their other possessions, although they 
might be very numerous, but of their 
friends, though but few, they were not 
only ignorant of the number, but even 
when they attempted to reckon it to such 
as asked them, they set aside again some 
that they had previously counted among 
their friends ; so little did they allow 
their friends to occupy their thoughts. 
Yet in comparison with what possession, 
of all others, would not a good friend 
appear far more valuable ?” 

u As to the value of other things,” says 
Cicero, “ most men differ ; concerning 
friendship all have the same opinion. 
What can be more foolish than, when 
men are possessed of great influence by 
their wealth, power, and resources, to 
procure other things which are bought 
by money — horses, slaves, rich apparel, 
costly vases— and not to procure friends, 

1 The substance of this was delivered at the 
London Working Men’s College. 
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the moat valuable and fairest furniture of 
Se?» And yet, lie continues, “every 
man can tell how many goats or sheep 
he possesses, but not bow many fnencs. 

In the choice, moreover, of a dog or of a 
horse, we exercise the greatest care : we 
inquire into its pedigree, its training and 
character, and yet we too often Leave the 
selection of our friends, which is of in- 
finitely greater importance— by whom our 
whole life will be more or less influenced 
either for good or evil — almost to chance. 

It is no doubt true, as the Autocrat of 
the Breakfast Table says, that all men are 
bores except when we want them. And 
Sir Thomas Browne quaintly observes 
that “ unthinking heads who have not 
learnt to be alone, are a prison to them- 
selves if they be not with others ; whereas, 
on the contrary, those whose thoughts are 
in a fair and hurry within, are sometimes 
fain to retire into company to be out of 
the crowd of themselves.” Still I do not 
quite understand Emerson's idea that 
“men descend to meet.” In another 
place, indeed, he qualifies the statement, 
and says, “Almost all people descend to 
meet” Even so I should venture to 
question it, especially considering the 
context. “ All association,” lie adds, 
“must be a compromise, and, what is 
worse, the very flower and aroma of the 
flower of each of the beautiful natures 
disappears as they approach each other.” 
What a sad thought! Is it really so? 
Need it be so? And if it were, would 
friends be any real advantage ? I should 
have thought that the influence of friends 
was exactly the reverse ; that the flower 
of a beautiful nature would expand, and 
the colours grow brighter, when stimu- 
lated by the warmth and sunshine of 
friendship. 

It has been said that it is wise always 
to treat a friend, remembering that he 
may become an enemy, and an enemy, 
remembering that lie may become u 
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and more pleasure in mak'iitf «»«•>»'» 
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travels oil the same line of railway, or for 
some other trivial reason. There cannot 
be a greater mistake. These are only, in 
the words of Plutarch, “ the idols and 
images of friendship.” 

But though one cannot be friends with 
every one, it is better to be friendly 
than unfriendly, and those who have 
ever really loved any one will have 
some tenderness for all. There is indeed 
some good in most men. w I have heard 
much,” says Mr. Nasmyth in his charming 
autobiography, “ about the ingratitude 
and selfishness of the world. It may 
have been my good fortune, but I have 
never experienced either of these unfeel- 
ing conditions.” Such also has been my 
own experience. 

“ Men talk of unkind hearts, kind deeds 
With coldness still returning. 

Alas 1 the gratitude of men 
Has oftener left me mourning.” 

I cannot, then, agree with Emerson 
when he says that “ we walk alone in the 
world. Friends such as we desire are 
dreams and fables. But a sublime hope 
cheers ever the faithful heart, that else- 
where in other regions of the universal 
power souls are now acting, enduring, 
and daring, which can love us, and which 
we can love.” 

No doubt, much as worthy friends 
add to the happiness and value of life, 
we must in the main depend on ourselves, 
and every one is his own best friend 
or worst enemy. 

Sad, indeed, is Bacon’s assertion that 
“ there is little friendship in the world, 
and least of all between equals, which 
was wont to be magnified. That that is, 
is between superior and inferior, whose 
fortunes may comprehend the one to the 
other.” But this can hardly be taken as 
his deliberate opinion, for he elsewhere 
says, “but we may go farther, and affirm 
most truly, that it is a mere and miser- 
able solitude to want true friends, without 
which the world is but a . wilderness.” 
Not only, he adds, does friendship intro- 
uce daylight in the understanding out 
ot darkness and confusion of thoughts;” 


PART I 


it uiaketh a fair day in the affections 
from storm and tempests in consultation 
with a friend a man “ tosseth his thoughts 
more easily; he inarshalleth them more 
orderly ; he seetli how they look when 
they are turned into words ; finally he 
waxetli wiser than himself, and that more 
by an hour’s discourse than by a dav’s 
meditation." . . . “ But little do men 
perceive what solitude is, and how far it 
extendeth, for a crowd is not company 
and faces arc but a gallery of pictures! 
and talk but a tinkling cymbal where 
there is no love.” 

With, this last assertion I cannot alto- 
gether concur. Surely even strangers may 
be most interesting ! and, many will agree 
with Dr. Johnson when, describing a 
pleasant evening, he summed it up — “Sir 
we had a good talk.” * 

Epictetus gives excellent advice when 
he dissuades from conversation on the 
very subjects most commonly chosen, and 
advises that it should be on “none of 
the common subjects— not about gladi- 
ators, nor horse-races, nor about athletes, 
nor about eating or drinking, which are 
the usual subjects ; and especially not 
about men, as blaming them but when 
he adds, “or praising them,” the injunc- 
tion seems to me of doubtful, value. 
Marcus Aurelius more wisely advises that 
“ when thou wishest to delight thyself, 
think of the virtues of those who live 
with thee ; for instance, the activity of 
one, and the modesty of another, and the 
liberality of a third, and some other good 
quality of a fourth. For nothing delights 
so much as the examples of the virtues, 
when they are exhibited in the morals of 
those who live with us and present them- ; 
selves in abundance, as far as is possible. 
Wherefore we must keep them before us.” ; 
Yet how often we know merely the sight ; 
of those we call our friends, or the sound ; 
of their voices, but nothing whatever of 
their mind or soul, j 

We must, moreover, be as careful to 
keep friends as to make them. If every j 
one knew what one said of the other, ; 
Pascal assures us that “ there would not ! 
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be four friends in the world.” This I 
hope and think is too strong, but at 
any rate try to be one of the four. And 
when you have made a friend, keep 
him. Hast thou a friend, says an Eastern 
proverb, “ visit him often, for thorns and 
brushwood obstruct the road which no 
one treads.” The affections should not be 
mere “ tents of a night.” 

Still less does Friendship confer any 
privilege to make ourselves disagreeable. 
Some people never seem to appreciate 
their friends till they have lost them. 
Anaxagoras described the Mausoleum as 
the ghost of wealth turned into stone. 

« But he who has once stood beside the 
grave to look back on the companionship 
which has been for ever closed, feeling 
how impotent then are the wild love and 
the keen sorrow, to give one instant’s 
pleasure to the pulseless heart, or atone 
in the lowest measure to the departed 
spirit for the hour of unkindness, will 
scarcely for the future incur that debt to 
the heart which can only be discharged 
to the dust.” 1 

Death, indeed, cannot sever friendship. 

“ Friends,” says Cicero, “ though absent, j 
are still present ; though in poverty they j 
are rich ; though weak, yet in the enjoy- ‘ 
ment of health ; and, what is still more 
difficult to assert, though, dead they are 
alive.” This seems a paradox, yet is 
there not much truth in his explanation ‘i 
“To me, indeed, Scipio still lives, and 
will always live ; for I love the virtue of 
that man, and that worth is not yet ex- 
tinguished. . . . Assuredly of all things 
that either fortune or time has bestowed 
on me, I have none which I can compare 
with the friendship of Scipio.” 

If, then, we choose our friends for 
what they are, not for what they have, 
and if we deserve so great a blessing, then 
they will be always with us, preserved in 
absence, and even after death, in the 
amber of memory. 

1 Buskin. 
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For it is not so much the hours that 
tell, as the way we use them. 

“ Circles are praised, not that excel 
In largeness, but th* exactly framed ; 

So life we praise, that does excel 
Not in much time, but acting well." 1 

“Idleness,” says Jeremy Taylor, “is 
the greatest prodigality in the world ; it 
throws away that which is invaluable in 
respect of its present use, and irreparable 
when it is past, being to be recovered by 
no power of art or nature.” 

Life must be measured rather by depth 
than by length, by thought and action 
rather than by time. “ A counted number 
of pulses only,” says Pater, “ is given to us 
of a variegated, aromatic, life. How may 
we see in them all that is to be seen by 
the finest senses ? How can we pass most 
swiftly from point to point, and be present 
always at the locus where the greatest 
number of vital forces unite in their 
purest energy 'l To burn always with this 
hard gem-like flame, to maintain this 
ecstasy, is success in life. Failure is to 
form habits, for habit is relation to a 
stereotyped world ; . . . while all melts 
under our feet, we may well, catch at any 
exquisite passion, or any contribution to 
knowledge, that seems, by a lifted horizon, 
to set the spirit free for a moment” 

I would not quote Lord Chesterfield as 
generally a safe guide, but there is certainly 
much shrewd wisdom in his advice to his 
son with reference to time. “Every 
moment you now lose, is so much character 
and advantage lost ; as, on the other hand, 
every moment you now employ usefully, 
is so much time wisely laid out, at pro- 
digious interest.” 

And again, “ It is astonishing that any 
one can squander away in absolute idleness 
one single moment of that small portion 
of time which is allotted to us in the world. 
. . . Know the true value of time ; snatch, 
seize, and enjoy every moment of it.” 

* Are you in earnest ? seize this very minute, 

What you can do, or think you can, begin it ." 2 

There is a Turkish proverb that the 
1 Waller. 2 Fau$L 
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Devil tempts the busy man, but the idle 
man tempts the Devil. I remember, says 
Hillard, “a satirical poem, in which the 
Devil is represented as fishing for men 
and adapting his bait to the tastes and 
temperaments of Iris prey ; but the idlers 
were the easiest victims, for they swallowed 
even the naked hook.” 

The mind of the idler indeed preys upon 
itself. “The human, heart is like a mill- 
stone in a mill ; when you put wheat 
under it, it turns and grinds and bruises 
the wheat to flour ; if you put no wheat, 
it still grinds on— and grinds itself away” 1 

It is not work, but care, that kills, and 
it is in this sense, I suppose, that we are 
told to “ take no thought for the morrow.” 
To “consider the lilies of the field, how 
they grow'; they toil not, neither do they 
spin : and yet even Solomon, in all his 
glory, was not arrayed like one of these. 
Wherefore, if God so clothe the grass of 
the field, which to-day is, and to-morrow 
is cast into the oven, shall lie not much 
more clothe you, O ye of little faith 1 ” It 
would indeed he a mistake to suppose that 
lilies are idle or imprudent. On the 
contrary, plants are most industrious, and 
lilies store up in their complex bulbs a 
great part of the nourishment of one year to 
quicken the growth of the next. Care, on; 
the other hand, they certainly know not. 2 

“ Hours have wings, fly up to the author 
of time, and carry news of our usage. 
All our prayers cannot entreat one of them; 
either to return or slacken his pace. The 
misspents of every minute are anew record 
against us in heaven. Sure if we thought' 
thus, we should dismiss them with better 
reports, and not suffer them to ily away 
empty, or laden with dangerous intelli- 
gence. How happy is it when they carry 
up not only the message, but the fruits of 
good, and stay with the Ancient of Days; 
to speak for us before His glorious 
throne 1 ” z 

1 Luther. ! 

2 The word used is translated in! 

Liddell and Scott “to be anxious ■ about, to "be! 
distressed in mind, to be cumbered with many 
cares.” « Milton. i 
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Time is often said to fly : but it is 11 
so much the time that Hies ; as we that 
waste it, and wasted time is worse than no 
time at all; “I wasted time," Shake- 
speare makes Richard II. say, “ and now 
doth time waste me.” _ 

«He that is choice of his time,” says 
Jeremy Taylor, “will also be choice of 
his company, and choice of his actions ; 
lest the first engage him in vanity and 
loss, and the latter, by being criminal, bo 
a throwing his time and himself away , 
and a going hack in the accounts of 
eternity.” 

The life of man is seventy years, but 
how little of this is actually our own. 
We must deduct the time required for 
sleep, for meals, for dressing and undress- 
ing, for exercise, etc., and then how little 
remains really at our own disposal ! 

“I have lived,” said Lamb, “nominally 
fifty years, but deduct from them the 
hours I have lived for other people, and 
not for myself, and you will find me still 
a young fellow.” 

The hours we live for other people, 
however, are not those which should he 
deducted, but rather those which bene lit, 
neither oneself nor any one else ; and 
these, alas ! are often very numerous. 

“ There are some hours which are taken 
from us, some which are stolen from us, 
and some which slip from us.” 1 But, 
however we may lose them, we can never 
get them back. It is wonderful, indeed, 
how much innocent happiness we thought- 
lessly throw away. An Eastern proverb 
says that calamities sent by heaven may 
be avoided, but from those wo bring on 
ourselves there is no escape. 

Some years ago I paid a visit to the 
sites of the ancient lake villages of Switzer- 
land in company with a distinguished 
archaeologist, M. Morlot To my mirpme 
I found that his whole income was £ 1 00 
a year, part of which, moreover, he spent 
in making a small museum. I asked him 
whether he contemplated accepting any 
post or office, but he said certainly not. 
He valued his leisure ami opportunities 
1 Seneca. 
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to understand her, to subdue her, and to 
be blessed by her ! Go away, man ; learn 
something, clo something, understand 
something, and let me hear no more of 
your d illness.” 


CHAPTER VII 

THE PLEASURES OF TRAVEL 1 

“I am a part of all that I have seen.” 

I am sometimes disposed to think that 
there are few things in which we of this 
generation enjoy greater advantages over 
our ancestors than in the increased facili- 
ties of travel ; but I hesitate to say this, 
not because our advantages are not great, 
hut because I have already made the same 
remark with reference to several other 
aspects of life. 

The very word “ travel ” is suggestive. 
It is a form of “travail” — excessive labour ; 
and, as Skeat observes, it forcibly recalls 
the toil of travel in olden days. How 
different things are now ! 

It is sometimes said that every one 
should travel on foot “ like Thales, Plato, 
and Pythagoras » ; we are told that in 
these days of railroads people rush through 
countries and see nothing. It may be so, 
but that is not the fault of the railways. 
They confer upon us the inestimable ad- 
vantage of being able, so rapidly and with 
so little fatigue, to visit countries which 
were much less accessible to our ancestors. 
What a blessing it is that not our own 
islands only— -our smiling fields and rich 
woods, the mountains that are full of 
peace and the nvera of joy, the lakes and 
heaths and hills, castles and cathedrals, 
and many a spot immortalised in the 
history of our country not these only, 
but the sun and scenery of the South, 
the Alps the palaces of Nature, the blue 
Mediterranean, and the cities of Europe, 
with all their memories and treasures, are 
now brought within a few hours of us. 

1 The substance of this was delivered at Oldham. 
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Surely no one who has the opportunity 
should omit to travel. The world belongs 
to him who lias seen it. “But he that 
would make his travels delightful must 
first make himself delightful.” 1 

According to the old proverb, “the fool 
wanders, the wise man travels” Bacon 
tells us that “the things to be seen and 
observed are the courts of princes, especi- 
ally when they give audience to ambas- 
sadors ; the courts of justice while they 
sit and hear causes ; and so of consistories 
ecclesiastic ; the churches and monasteries 
with the monuments which are therein 
extant; the walls and fortifications of 
cities and towns ; and so the havens and 
harbours, antiquities and ruins, libraries, : 
colleges, disputations and lectures, when 
any are ; shipping and navies ; houses 
and gardens of state ami pleasure near 
great cities ; armouries, arsenals, maga- 
zines, exchanges, burses, warehouses, exer- 
cises of horsemanship, fencing, training of 
soldiers, and the like; comedies, such 
whereunto the better sort of persons do 
resort; treasuries of jewels a, ml robes p 
cabinets and rarities ; and, to conclude, 
whatsoever is memorable in the places 
where they go.” 

But this depends on the time at our 
disposal, and the object with which we 
travel. If we are long enough in any 
one place Bacon’s advice is no doubt 
excellent ; but for the moment I am 
thinking rather of an annual holiday, 
taken for the sake of rest and health 5 
lor fresh air and exercise rather than for 
study. Yet even so, if we have eyes to 
see, we cannot fail to lay in a stock of 
new ideas as well as a store of health. 

We may have read the most vivid and ; 
accurate description, we may have pored j 
over maps and plans and pictures, and yet 
tlie reality will burst on us like a revela- : 
tion. This is true not only of mountains j 
and glaciers, of palaces and cathedrals, 
but even of the simplest examples. 

Eor instance, like every one else, I had 
read descriptions and seen photographs 
and pictures of the Pyramids. Their 
1 Seneca. 
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form is simplicity itself. I do not know 
that I could put into words any character- 
istic of the original for which I was not 
prepared. It was not that they wete 
larger , it was not that they differed in 
form, in colour, or situation. And yet, 
the moment I saw them, I felt that my 
previous impression had been but a taint 
shadow of the reality. The actual sight 
seemed to give life to the idea. 

Every one who has been in the East 
will agree that a week of oriental travel 
brings out, with more than stereoscopic 
effect, the pictures of patriarchal life as 
given us in the Old Testament. And 
what is true of the Old Testament is true 
of history generally. To those who have 
been in Athens or Rome, the history of 
Greece or Italy becomes far more interest- 
ing; while, on the other hand, some 
knowledge of the history and literature 
enormously enhances the interest of the 
scenes themselves. 

Good descriptions and pictures, no 
doubt, help us to see much more than we 
should perhaps perceive for ourselves. It 
may even be doubted whether some 
persons do not derive a more correct im- 
pression from a good drawing or descrip- 
tion, which brings out the salient points, 
than they would from actual, but unaided, 
inspection. The idea may gain in ac- 
curacy, in character, and even in detail, 
more than it misses in vividness. But, 
however this may he, for those who cannot 
travel, descriptions and pictures have 
an immense interest ; while to those 
who have , they will afford an inex- 
haustible delight in reviving the memo- 
ries of beautiful scenes and interesting 
expeditions. 

It is really astonishing how little most 
of us see of the beautiful world in which 
we live. Mr. (now Sir) Norman Lockyer 
tells me that while travelling on a scientific 
mission in the Rocky Mountains, he was 
astonished to meet an aged French Abbe, 
and could not help showing his surprise. 
The Abbd observed this, and in the 
course of conversation explained his 
presence in that distant region. 


“You were/’ he said, 
surprised to find me here. f l he fuel in, 
that .some months ago I was very ill. My 
physicians gave me up : one morning l 
seemed to faint and thought that I was 
already in the arms of the Hon I dem I 
fancied one of the angels came and asked 
me, ‘Well, M. TAbbe, and how did you 
like the beautiful world you have just 
left V And then it occurred to me that 
I who had been all my life preaching 
about Leaven, had seen alnr* t m-tbim. 
of the. world in which 1 was. ii\hig. 1 
determined therefore, if it phas'd lYovi 
deuce to spare me, to see Mmm thing ot 
this world ; and ho here I mid 

Few of us are free, however much we 
might wish if-, to follow the example of 
the worthy Abbe. But although it may 
not be possible for us to reach the Rocky 
Mountains, there are other countries nearer 
home which most of us might find time 
to visit. 

Though it is true that no description* 
can come near the reality, they may at 
least persuade us to give ourselves this 
great advantage. Let me then fry' hi 
illustrate this by pictures in word*, an 
realised by some of our most illustrious 
countrymen ; I will select references to 
foreign countries only, not that we have 
not equal beauties here, but. because every-* 
where in England one feeds oneself at 
home. 

The following passage from TymhillV 
J fours of Jirr raw in thr Alps is almost m* 
good as an hour in the Alps tlmimmlve* ; 

“ I looked over this wondrous wtuv 
towards Mont Blanc, the Grand Combiu, 
the Dent Blanche, the Webdmm, this 
Dorn, and the thousand hewer fmik« which 
seemed to join in the celebration of the 
risen day. I asked myself, »« on prevhm* 
occasions, Bow was this crilonsttl woik 
performed ? Who chiselled Unm* mighty 
and picturesque masses out of ft mere 
protuberance of this earth f AjG 

answer was at hand* Ever *■ 

mighty— with the vigour ■■■ / 
worlds still within him— f 
was even then elimbin 
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sky. It was lie who raised aloft the 
waters which cut out these ravines ; it 
was he who planted the glaciers on the 
mountain-slopes, thus giving gravity a 
plough to open out the valleys ; and it is 
he who, acting through the ages, will 
finally lay low these mighty monuments, 
rolling them gradually seaward, sowing 
the seeds of continents to be ; so that the 
people of an older earth, may see mould 
spread, and corn wave over the hidden 
rocks which at this moment bear the 
weight of the Jungfrau” And the Alps 
lie within twenty-four hours of London ! 

< Tyndall’s writings also contain man)' 
vivid descriptions of glaciers ; those 
£t silent and solemn causeways . . . broad 
enough for the march of an army in line 
oi battle and quiet as a street of tombs in 
a buried city .” 1 I do not, however, borrow 
from him or from any one else any descrip- 
tion of glaciers, for they are so unlike any- 
thing else, that no one who has not seen, 
can possibly visualise them. 

Ihe history of European rivers yet 
remains to he written, and is most inter- 
esting. They did not always run in their 
present courses. The Rhone, for instance, 
appears to have been itself a great traveller. 
At least there seems reason to believe 
that the upper waters of the Valais fell 
at first into the Danube, and so into 
the Black Sea ; subsequently joined the 
•Rhine and the Thames, and so ran far 
north over the plains which once connected 
the mountains of Scotland and of Norway 
to the Arctic Ocean ; and have only 
comparatively of late years adopted their 
present course into the Mediterranean. 

But, however this may be, the Rhine 
of Germany and the Rhine of Switzerland 
are very unlike. The catastrophe of Schaff- 
hausen seems to alter the whole character 
of the river, and no wonder. « Stand for 
half an hour,” says Ruskin, “beside the 
•fall of Schaffhausen, on the north side 
where the rapids are long, and watch how 
the vault of water first bends, unbroken, 
m pure polished velocity, over the arching 
rocks at the brow of the cataract, covering 
1 Ruskin. 
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curdling wreaths of the restless crushing 
abyss below, the blue oh the water, paid 
hv the loam m iIh body, shows purer 
than the sky through white ruin-cloud' 
. . . their dripping masses lifted at into 
vain, like sheaves of loaded com, by some 
stronger gush from the cataract, and 
bowed again upon the mossy rocks as fo 
roar dies away.” 

But much as we may admire the 
majestic grandeur of a mighty river 
either in its eager rush or its calmer 
moments, there is something which 
fascinates even more in the free life, the 
young energy, the sparkling transparence, 
and merry music of smaller streams. 

I he upper Swiss valleys,” as the 
same great Seer says, “ are sweet witli 
perpetual streamlets, that seem always to 
have chosen the steepest places to come 
down, for the sake of the leaps, scattering 
their handfuls of crystal this way and 
that, as the wind takes them, with all the 
grace, but with none of the formalism, of 
fountains . . . until at last . . . they 
find their way down to the turf, and lose 
themselves in, that, silently ; with quiet 
depth of clear water furrowing among the 
grass blades, and looking only like their 
shadow, but presently emerging again in 
little startled gushes and laughing hurries, 
as if they had remembered suddenly that 
the day was too short for them to get 
down the hill” 

How vividly does Symonds bring before 
us the sunny shores of the Mediterranean, 
which he loves so well, and the contrast 
between the scenery of the North and 
the South. 

“ In northern landscapes the eye travels 
through vistas of leafy boughs to still, 
secluded crofts and pastures, where slow- 
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moving oxen graze. The mystery of: 
dreams and the repose of meditation haunt 
our massive bowers. But in the South, 
the lattice-work of olive boughs and foliage 
scarcely veils the laughing sea and bright 
blue sky, while the hues of the landscape 
find their climax in the dazzling radiance 
of the sun upon the waves, and the pure 
light of the horizon. There is no conceal- 
ment and no melancholy here. Nature 
seems to hold a never-ending festival and 
dance, in which the waves and sunbeams 
and shadows join. Again, in northern 
scenery, the rounded forms of full-foliaged 
trees suit the undulating country, with its 
gentle hills and brooding clouds ; but in 
the South the spiky leaves and sharp 
branches of the olive carry out the defined 
outlines which are everywhere observable 
through the broader beauties of mountain 
and valley and sea-shore. Serenity and 
intelligence characterise this southern 
landscape, in which a race of splendid men 
and women lived beneath the pure light 
of Phoebus, their ancestral god. Pallas 
protected them, and golden Aphroditd 
favoured them with beauty. Olives are 
not, however, by any means the only trees 
which play a part in idyllic scenery. The 
tall stone pine is even more important. . . . 
Near Massa, by Sorrento, there are two 
gigantic pines so placed that, lying on the 
grass beneath them, one looks on Capri 
rising from the sea, Buiae, and all the bay 
of Naples sweeping round to the base of 
Vesuvius, Tangled growths of olives, 
oranges, and rose-trees fill the garden- 
ground along the shore, while far away in 
the distance pale Inarime sleeps, with 
her exquisite Greek name, a virgin island 
on the deep. 

“On the wilder hills you find patches 
of ilex and arbutus glowing with crimson 
berries and white waxen bells, sweet myrtle 
rods and shafts of bay, frail tamarisk and 
tall tree-heaths that wave their frosted 
boughs above your head. Nearer the 
shore the lentisk grows, a savoury shrub, 
with cytisus and aromatic rosemary. 
Clematis and polished garlands of tough 
sarsaparilla wed the shrubs with clinging, 


climbing arms; and here and then* in 
sheltered nooks the vine, shouts forth 
luxuriant tendrils bowed with graphs, 
stretching from branch to branch of mul- 
berry or elm, flinging festoons on which 
young loves might sit and swing, or 
weaving a lattice- work of leaves across the 
open shed. Nor must the sounds of tins 
landscape be forgotten, — sounds of bleat- 
ing flocks, and. murmuring bees, and 
nightingales, and doves that inoan, and 
running streams, and shrill cicadas, and 
hoarse frogs, and whispering pine . There 
is not a single detail which a patient 
student may not verify from Theocritus. 

“Then too it is a landscape in which 
sea and country are never sundered. The 
higher we climb upon the mountaiiwBide 
the more marvellous is the beauty of the sea, 
which seems to rise as we ascend , and 
stretch into the shy. Sometimes a little 
flake of blue is framed by olive boughs, 
sometimes a turning in the road reveals 
the whole broad azure calm below, Or, 
after toiling up a steep ascent we fall 
upon the undergrowth of juniper, and 
lo ! a double sea, this way and that, 
divided by the sharp spine of the jutting 
hill, jewelled with villages along its shore, 
and smiling with fair islands ain't silver 
sails.” 

To many of ns the mere warmth of the 
South is a blessing and a delight* Tim 
very thought of it is delicious. 'I have 
read over again and again Wallace’s graphic 

description of a tropical sunrise- -of t he 

sun of the early morning that turnelh all 
into gold. 

u Up to about a quarter past five o'clock, 1 * 
he says, “the darkness is complete. ; but 
about that time a few cries of birds begin 
to break the silence of night, perhttpjf 
indicating that signs of dawn are percept- 
ible in the eastern horizon. A little later 
the melancholy voices of the goatsuckers 
are heard, varied croak ings of frogs, the 
plaintive whistle of nmmimn thrushes, 
and strange cries of birds or nmnmmlH 
peculiar to each locality; About half-past 
five the first glimmer of light’ U»comen 
perceptible ; it slowly becomes lighter, and 
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then increases so rapidly that at about a 
quarter to six it seems full daylight. For 
the next quarter of an hour this changes 
very little in character ; when, suddenly, 
the sun’s rim appears above the horizon, 
decking the dew-laden foliage with glitter- 
ing gems, sending gleams of golden light 
far into the woods, and waking up all 
nature to life and activity. Birds chirp 
and flutter about, parrots scream, monkeys 
chatter, bees hum among the (lowers, and 
gorgeous butterflies flutter lazily along or 
sit with full expanded wings exposed to 
the warm and invigorating rays. The 
first hour of morning in the equatorial ; 
regions possesses a charm and a beauty < 
that can never be forgotten. All nature 
seems refreshed and strengthened by the 
coolness and moisture of the past night, 
new leaves and buds unfold almost before 
the eye, and fresh shoots may often be 
observed to have grown many inches since 
the preceding day. The temperature is 
the most delicious conceivable. The slight 
chill of early dawn, which was itself 
agreeable, is succeeded by an invigorating 3 
warmth ; and the intense sunshine lights < 
up the glorious vegetation of the tropics, 1 
and realises all that the magic art of the f 
painter or the glowing words of the poet c 
have pictured as their ideals of terrestrial \ 
beauty.® ti 

Or take Dean Stanley’s description of f 
the colossal statues of Amenophia III., the 1 
Memnon of the Grerdrs TW via'. ft HPlin 


Venu e, of Genoa, or of Monte Rosa com 
bark on you, as full of repose as a <fo 
wisely spent in travel.” 1 

So far is a thorough love and enjoymen 
cd travel from interfering with the love o 
homo, that; perhaps no one can thorough! 
en J°y home who does not sometime 
wander away. They are like exertion am 
rest,, each the complement of the other; s 
that, though it may seem paradoxical, on 
of the greatest pleasures of travel is tli 
return ; and no one who has not roamei 
abroad, can realise the devotion which tin 
wanderer feels for Domiduca — the swee 
and gentle goddess who watches over ou: 
coming home. 


Memnon of the Greeks, at Thebes — “ The 
sun was setting, the African range glowed 
red behind them ; the green plain was 
dyed with a deeper green beneath them, 
and the shades of evening veiled the vast 
rents and fissures in their aged frames. 
As I looked back at them in the sunset, 
and they rose up in front of the background 
of the mountain, they seemed, indeed, as 
if they were part of it,— as if they belonged 
to some natural creation.” 

But I must not indulge myself in more 
quotations, though it is difficult to stop. 
Such pictures recall the memory of many 
glorious days : for the advantages of travels 
last through life ; and often, as we sit at I 
home, “some bright and perfect view of 


CHAPTER, VIII 

THE PMSAflUltKtf OF HOME 

u There’s no place like Home.”—.. 

Old English Song, 

It may well, be doubted which is mori 
delightful, —to start for a holiday whicl; 
has been fully earned, or to return home 
from one which has been thoroughly 
enjoyed ; to find oneself, with renewed 
vigour, with a fresh store of memories 
and ideas, hack once more by one’s own 
fireside, with one’s family, friends, and 
books. 

^To sit at home,” says Leigh Hunt 
“with an old folio (?) book of romantk 
yet credible voyages and travels to read, 
an old bearded traveller for its hero, i 
fireside in an old country house to read ij 
by, curtains drawn, and just wind enougl 
stirring out of doors to make an accom- 
paniment to the billows or forests we ard 
reading of— this surely is one of the 
perfect moments of existence,” 

# -ffc ao doubt a great privilege tc 
visit foreign countries ; to travel say 
in Mexico or Peru, or to cruise among 
the Pacific Islands ; but in some respects 
tbe narratives of early travellers, the 
histories of Prescott or the voyages o( 
5 Helps. | 
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Captain Cook, are even more interesting ; 
describing to us, as they do, a state of 
society which was then so unlike ours, 
but which has now been much changed 
and Europeanised. 

Thus we may make our daily travels 
interesting, even though, like those of the 
Vicar of Wakefield, all our adventures 
are by our own fireside, and all our migra- 
tions from one room to another. 

Moreover, even if the beauties of home 
are humble, they are still infinite, and a 
man “may lie in his bed, like Fompey 
and his sons, in all quarters of the 
earth.” 1 

It is, then, wise to “ cultivate a talent 
very fortunate for a man of my dis- 
position, that of travelling in my easy 
chair; of transporting myself, without 
stirring from my parlour, to distant places 
and to absent friends ; of drawing scenes 
in my mind’s eye ; and of peopling them 
with the groups of fancy, or the society 
of remembrance.” 2 

We may indeed secure for ourselves 
endless variety without leaving our own 
firesides. 

In the first place, the succession of 
seasons multiplies every home. How 
different is the view from our windows as 
we look on the tender green of spring, the 
rich foliage of summer, the glorious tints 
of autumn, or the delicate tracery of 
winter. 

Our climate is so happy, that even in 
the worst months of the year, “calm 
mornings of sunshine visit us at times, 
appearing like glimpses of departed spring 
amid the wilderness of wet and windy 
days that lead to winter. It is pleasant, 
when these interludes of silvery light 
occur, to ride into the woods and see how 
wonderful are all the colours of decay. 
Overhead, the elms and chestnuts hang 
their wealth of golden leaves, while the 
beeches darken into russet tones, and the 
wild cherry glows like blood-red wine. 
In the hedges crimson haws and scarlet 
hips are wreathed with hoary clematis or 

1 Sir T. Browne. 

2 Mackenzie, The Lounger, 

» 
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necklaces of coral briony- berries ; the 
brambles burn with many-coloured llamon ; 
the dog-wood is bronzed to purple ; and 
here and there the spindle- wood puts 
forth its fruit, like knots of rosy buds., 
on delicate frail twigs. Underneath He 
fallen leaves, and the brown bracken 
rises to our knees as wo thread the forest, 
paths.” 1 

Nay, every day gives us a micm^km. of 
glorious pictures in never ending variety. 
It is remarkable how few people seem 
to derive any pleasure from the 1 raut\ of 
the sky. Gray, .after describing a Minn 
— how it, began, with a slight whitening, 
just tinged with gold and blue, lit up 
all at once by a little line of immflVrabb* 
brightness which rapidly grew to half ntt 
| orb, and ho to n whole one too glorious 

to bo distinctly seen adds, u ! wonder 

whether any one ever saw if before. 1 
hardly believe it,” " 

No doubt from the dawn of poetry, the 
splendours of the morning and evening 
skies have delighted ail those who have 
eyes to see. But we are i specially 
indebted to 'Buskin fur enabling us more 
vividly to realise these glorious sky 
pictures. Ah he says, in language a I $m mi 
as brilliant as tin* sky itself, the whole 
heaven, “from the zenith to the horizon, 
becomes one molten, rim.nl ling mm of 
color and fire ; every black bar fur m 
into massy gold, every ripple and wave 
into unsullied, slmdowksa eritnwit, itnd 
purple, and scarlet* and colors for which 
there are no words in language, tun! 
no ideas in the mi ml— tidngs which «m 
only be conceived while they are visible ; 
the intense hollow blue of the upper sky 
melting through if nil, showing here deep 
and pure, and lightness ; there, modulated 
by the filmy, formica* hotly of the tmvic 
parent vapour, till it i» lout imperceptibly 
in its crimson and gold* 1 * 

It is in some mm indeed 11 not color 
but conflagration,” and though the tint* 
are richer and more varied ' toward® morn- 
ing and at sunset, the glorious kaleidoscope 
goes on all clay long. Yet a it is ft strange 

1 d. A. Syimmds. « Gray 1 # lotfesn. 
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tiling how little in general people know 
about the sky. It is the part of creation 
in which Nature has done more for the 
sake of pleasing man, more for the sole 
and evident purpose of talking to him and 
teaching him, than in any other of her 
works, and it is just, the part in which we 
least attend to her. There are not many 
of her other works in which some more 
material or essential purpose than the 
mere pleasing of man is not answered by 
every part of their organisation ; but 
every essential purpose of the sky might, 
so far as we know, be answered, if once 
in three days, or thereabouts, a great, 
ugly, black rain-cloud were brought up 
over the blue, and everything well 
watered, and so all left blue again till 
next time, with perhaps a film of morning 
and evening mist for dew. And instead j 
of this, there is not a moment of any day 
of our lives when Nature is not producing 
scene after scene, picture after picture, 
glory after glory, and working still upon 
such exquisite and constant principles of 
the most perfect beauty, that it is quite 
certain it is all done for us, and intended 
for our perpetual pleasure .” 1 

Nor does the beauty end with the day. 

“ I® it nothing to sleep under the canopy 
of heaven, where we have the globe of 
the earth for our place of repose, and the 
glories of the heavens for our spectacle ? ” 2 
For my part I always regret the custom 
of shutting up our rooms in the evening, 
as though there was nothing worth seeing 
outside. What, however, can be more 
beautiful than to “ look how the floor of 
heaven is thick inlaid with patines of 
bright gold,” or to watch the moon 
journeying in calm and silver glory 
through the night. And even if we do 
not feel that “ the man who has seen the 
rising moon break out of the clouds at 
midnight, has been present like an Arch- 
angel at the creation of light and of the 
world ,” 8 still “the stars say something 
significant to all of us: and each man 
has a whole hemisphere of them, if he 
1 Buskin. 2 Seneca> 

3 Emerson. 


will but look up, to counsel and befrie; 
liini” ; 1 lor it is not so much, as Hei 
elsewhere observes, “in guiding U8 0 , 
the seas of our little planet, hut out 
the dark waters of our own perturb 
minds, that we may make to ourseh 
the most of their significance.” luck, 

“ How beautiful is night ! 

A dewy freshness tills the silent air ; 

No mist obscures, nor cloud, nor speck i 
stain, ’ 

Breaks the serene of heaven : 

In lull-orbed glory yonder moon divine 
Rolls through the dark blue depths; 
Beneath her steady ray ’ 

The desert circle spreads, 

Like the round ocean, girdled with the sky 
How beautiful is night ! ” a 

I have never wondered at those w 
worshipped the huh and moon. 

On file other hand, when all outside 
dark and cold ; when perhaps 

“Outside full the suowllukes lightly; 

Through the night loud raves the storm; 

In my room the lire glows brightly, 

And ’tis cosy, silent, warm. 

Musing sit I on the settle 
By the firelight’s cheerful blaze, 

Listening to the busy kettle 
Humming long-forgotten lays.” 3 

For after all the true pleasures of hoi 
are not without, but within ; and “t 
domestic man who loves no music so wi 
as his own kitchen clock and the ai 
which the logs sing to him as they bu 
on the hearth, has solaces which otlic 
never dream of.” 1 

We love the ticking of the clock, ai 
the flicker of the fire, like the sound 
the cawing of rooks, not so much for ai 
beauty of their own as for their association 

It is a great truth that when we i 
tire into ourselves we can call up wli 
memories we please. 

“ How dear to this heart arc the scenes of r 
childhood, ; 

When fond recollection recalls them to view. 

The orchard, the meadow, the doep-tangl 
Wildwood 

And every lov’d spot which my infancy knew. 

1 Helps* 2 Southey. 

Heine, trims, by E. A. Bowring, . 
Emerson. 0 Woodworth. 
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It is not so much the 

“Fireside enjoyments, 

And all the comforts of tlie lowly roof ,” 1 

but rather, according to the higher and 
better ideal of Keble, 

“ Sweet is the smile of home ; the mutual look, 
When hearts are of each other sure ; 

Sweet all the joys that crowd the household 
nook, . 

The haunt of all affections pure.” 

In ancient times, not only among 
savage races, but even among the Greeks 
themselves, there seems to have been but 
little family life. 

What a contrast was the home life of 
the Greeks, as it seems to have been, to 
that, for instance, described by Cowley — 
a home happy “ in books and gardens,” 
and above all, in a 

‘‘Virtuous wife, where thou dost meet 
Both pleasures more refined and sweet ; 

The fairest garden in her looks 
And in her mind the wisest books.” 

No one who has ever loved mother or 
wife, sister or daughter, can read without 
astonishment and pity St. Chrysostom’s 
description of woman as “ a necessary 
evil, a natural temptation, a desirable 
calamity, a domestic peril, a deadly fascina- 
tion, and a painted ill,” 

In few respects has mankind made a 
greater advance than in the relations of 
men and women. It is terrible to think 
how women suffer in savage life ; and 
even among the intellectual Greeks, with 
rare exceptions, they seem to have been 
treated rather as housekeepers or play- 
things than as the Angels who make a 
Heaven of home. 

The Hindoo proverb that you should 
‘never strike a wife, even with a flower,” 
though a considerable advance, tells a 
melancholy tale of what previously must 
lave been. 

t The Origin of Civilisation 1 have 
;iven many cases showing how small a 
)art family affection plays in savage life, 
lere I will only mention one case 
u illustration. The Algonquin (North 
1 Cowper. 


America) language contaiued no word 
for “love,” so that when the missionaries 
translated the Bible into it they were 
obliged to invent one. What a life, and 
what a language, without love. 

Yet in marriage even the rough passion 
of a savage may contrast fa v o 1 1 n d * 1 y w i 1 1 1 
any cold calculation, which, like the en- 
chanted hoard of the Nibehmgs, is almost 
sure to bring misfortune. I n the Kalovaia, 
tli e Finnish ej > i c, 1 1 1 e d i v i m * smith, 1 1 m a r- 
innen, forges a bride of gold and silver 
for Wainamoinen, who was pleased at lir.-t 
to have so rich a wile, but soon fVutnd 
her intolerably cold, for, in spite of tires 
and furs, whenever lie touched her she 
froze him. 

Moreover, apart from mere coldness, 
how much we suffer from foolish quarrels 
about trifles ; from mere misunderstand- 
ings ; from hasty words thoughtlessly 
repeated, sometimes without the context 
or tone which would have deprived them 
of any sting. How much would that 
charity which “beareth all things, bo* 
Heveth all things, hopeth all things, 
endureth all things,” effect to smooth 
away the sorrows of life and add to the 
[happiness of home. Home indeed may 
be a sure haven of repose from the storms 
and perils of the world. But to secure 
this we must not be content to pave it 
with good intentions, but must, make it 
bright and cheerful. 

If our life be one of toil and of suffer, 
ing, if the world outside he cold and 
dreary, what a pleasure to return to 
the sunshine of happy faces and the 
warmth of hearts we love. 
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CHAPTER IX 

SCIENCE 1 2 

“ Happy is he that findeth wisdom. 

And the man that getteth understanding : 

For the merchandise of it is better than silver, 
And the gain thereof than line gold. 

She is more precious than rubies : 

And all the things thou canst desire are not to 
he compared unto her. 

Length of days is in her right hand, 

And in her left hand riches and honour. 

Her ways are ways of pleasantness, 

And all her paths are peace.” 

Proverbs of Solomon. 

Those who have not tried for themselves 
can hardly imagine how much Science 
adds to the interest and variety of life. 
It is altogether a mistake to regard it as 
dry, difficult, or prosaic — much of it is 
as easy as it h is interesting. A wise in- 
stinct of old united the prophet and the 
“seer.” “The wise man’s eyes are in 
his head, hut the fool walketh in dark- 
ness.” Technical works, descriptions of 
species, etc., bear the same relation to 
science as dictionaries do to literature. 

Occasionally, indeed, Science may de- 
stroy some poetical myth of antiquity, 
such as the ancient Hindoo explanation 
of rivers, that “ Indra dug out their beds 
with his thunderbolts, and sent them j 
forth by long continuous paths ; ” hut 
the real causes of natural phenomena are 
far more striking, and contain more true 
poetry, than those which have occurred 
to the untrained imagination of mankind. 

In endless aspects science is as wonder- 
ful and interesting as a fairy tale. 

“There are things whose strong reality 
Outshines our fairyland ; in shape and hues 
More beautiful than our fantastic sky, 

And the strange constellations which the Muse 
O’er her wild universe is skilful to diffuse.” a 

Mackay justly exclaims : 

“Blessings on Science! When the earth 
seemed old, 

When Faith grew doting, and our reason cold, 

1 The substance of this was delivered at 
Mason College, Birmingham. 

2 Byron. * 


And taught a language to its lisping tongue. 1 ' 

Botany, for instance, is by many re 
garded as a dry science. Yet thougt 
without it we may admire flowers auc 
trees, it is only as strangers, only as ons 
may admire a great man or a beautiful 
woman in a crowd. The botanist, on tin 
contrary — nay, I will not say the botanist 
but one with even a slight knowledge o 
that delightful science — when he goei 
out into the woods, or into one of thosi 
(any forests which we call fields, find 
himself welcomed by a glad company o 
friends, every one with something inter 
eating to tell. Dr. Johnson said that, ii 
his opinion, when you had seen on- 
green field you had seen them all ; and i 
greater even than Johnson — Socrates- 
the very type of intellect without science 
said he was always anxious to learn, am 
from fields and trees he could lean 
nothing. i 

It has, I know, been said that botanist 

“ Love not the flower they pluck and knowi 
not, 1 

And all their botany is hut Latin names." 

Contrast this, however, with the language 
of one who would hardly claim to he j 
master in botany, though he is certainly I 
loving student, “Consider,” says Buskin 
“ what we owe to the meadow grass, ti 
the covering of the dark ground by tha 
glorious enamel, by the companies o 
those soft, countless, and peaceful spear 
of the field ! Follow but for a littli 
time the thought of all that we ought ti 
recognise in those words. All spring ani 
summer is in them— the walks by silen 
scented paths, the rest in noonday heat 
the joy of the herds and flocks, the powe 
of all shepherd life and meditation ; thj 
life of the sunlight upon the world, fall 
ing in emerald streaks and soft blm 
shadows, when else it would have strucj 
on the dark mould or scorching duet 
pastures beside the pacing brooks, solj 
banks and knolls of lowly hills, thymj 
slopes of down overlooked by the blm 
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line of lifted sea ; crisp lawns all dim 
with early dew, or smooth in evening 
warmth of barred sunshine, dinted by 
happy feet, softening in their fall the 
sound of loving voices .’ 7 

My own tastes and studies have led 
me mainly in the direction of Natural 
History and Archeology ; but if you 
love one science, you cannot but feel in- 
tense interest in them all. How grand 
are the truths of Astronomy ! Prud- 
honime, in a sonnet, beautifully trans- 
lated by Arthur O’Shaughnessy, lias 
pictured an Observatory. He says — 

“’Tis late ; the astronomer in his lonely height, 

Exploring all the dark, descries afar 

Orbs that like distant isles of splendour are.” 

He notices a comet, and calculating its 
orbit, finds that it will return in a 
thousand years — 

“The star will come. It dare not by one hour 

Cheat Science, or falsify her calculation ; 

Men will have passed, but, watchful in the 
tower, 

Man shall remain in sleepless contemplation ; 

And should all men have perished in their 
turn, 

Truth in their place would watch that star’s 
return. ” 

Ernest Rhys well says of a student’s 
chamber — 

“ Strange things pass nightly in this little room, 

All dreary as it looks by light of day ; 

Enchantment reigns here when at evening 
play 

Red fire-light glimpses through the pallid 
gloom.” 

And the true student, in Ruskin’s words, 
stands on an eminence from which he 
looks hack on the universe of God and 
forward over the generations of men. 

Even if it be true that science was dry 
when it was buried in huge folios, that is 
certainly no longer the case now ; and 
Lord Chesterfield’s wise wish, that Minerva 
might have three Graces as well as Venus, 
has been amply fulfilled. 

The study of natural history indeed 
seems destined to replace the loss of what 
is, not very happily I think, termed 
“ sport ; ” engraven in us as it is by the 


operation of thousands oi years, during 
which man lived greatly on the- products 
of the cliasc. . Game is gradually becoming 
“small by degrees and beaut it ally loss” 
Our prehistoric ancestors hunted the 

Mammoth, the woolly haired I ti n i tore ros, 

and the Irish Elk ; the ancient Britons had 
the wild ox, the bear, the deer, and the 
wolf. We have still the grouse*, the part- 
ridge, the fox, ami the hare ; but even these 
are becoming scarcer, and must, be pre- 
served first, in order t hat they may be killed 
afterwards. Borne of us even m>w and 
more, no doubt, will hereafter satisfy 
instincts, essentially of the saint* origin, by 
the study of birds, or insects, or even 
infusoria — of creatures which more than 
make up by their variety what t hey want 
in size. 

Emerson avers that when a naturalist 
has “ got all snakes and lizards in his 
phials, science has done for him also, and 
has put the man into a bottle.” I do not 
deny that there are such cases, but they 
arc quite exceptional. The true naturalht 
is no mere dry collector. 

I cannot resist, although it is rather 
long, quoting the following description 
from Hudson and Qoase’w beautiful work 
on the Roli fern :» - 

“ On the Somersetshire side of the Avon, 
and not far from Clifton, is a little combe, 
at the bottom of which lies an old fish pond. 
Its slopes are covered with plantations of 
beech and fir, so as to shelter the pond oil 
three sides, and yet. leave it open to* the 
soft south-western breezes, and, to t lie 
afternoon sun. At the head of the combe 
wells up a clear spring, which sends a 
thread of water, trickling through a bed 
of osiers, into the upper end of the pond, 
A stout stone wall has been drawn across 
the combe from side to side, so as to dam 
up the stream ; and there i» a gap in one 
corner through which the overflow finds 
its way in a miniature cascade, down into 
the lower plantation. 

“If we approach the pond by the game- 
keeper’s path from the cottage above, w« 
shall pass through the plantation, and 
come unseen right on the corner of the 
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wall ; so that one quiet step will enable 
ns to see at a glance its whole surface, 
without disturbing any living tiling that 
may be there. 

“ Far off at the upper end a water-hen 
is leading her little brood among the 
willows ; on the fallen trunk of an old 
beech, lying half way across the pond, a 
vole is sitting erect, rubbing his right ear, 
and the splash of a beech husk just at our 
feet tells of a squirrel who is dining some- 
where in the leafy crown above us. 

“ But see, the water-rat has spied us out, 
and is making straight for his hole in the 
bank, while the ripple above him is the 
only thing that tells of his silent flight. 
The water-hen has long .ago got under 
cover, and the squirrel drops no more 
husks. It is a true Silent Pond, and 
without a sign of life. 

“ But if, retaining sense and sight, we 
could shrink into living atoms and "plunge 
under the water, of what a world of 
wonders should we then form part ! We 
should find this fairy kingdom peopled 
with the strangest creatures — creatures 
that swim with their hair, that have ruby 
eyes blazing deep in their necks, with 
telescopic limbs that now are withdrawn 
wholly within their bodies and now 
stretched out to many times their own 
length. Here are some riding at anchor, 
moored by delicate- threads spun out from 
their toes ; and there are others flashing 
by in glass armour, bristling with sharp 
spikes or ornamented with bosses and 
flowing curves ; while fastened to a green 
stem is an animal convolvulus that, by 
some invisible power, draws a never- 
ceasing stream of victims into its gaping 
cup, and tears them to death with hooked 
jaws deep down within its body. 

“ d°se by it, on the same stem, is some- 
thing that looks like a filmy heart’s- ease. 
A curious wheelwork runs round its four 
outspread petals ; and a chain of minute 
things, living and dead, is winding in and 
out of their curves into a gulf at the back 
of the flower. What happens to them 
there we cannot see; for round the stem 
is raised a tube of golden-brown balls, all 


PARTI 

regularly piled on each other. ~sZ 
creature dashes by, and like a flask ft 
‘lower vanishes within its tube. 

“We sink still lower, and now seem 
the bottom slow gliding lumps of jelly 
that thrust a shapeless arm out where they 
will, and grasping their prey with these 
chance limbs, wrap themselves round their 
food to get a meal ; for they creep without 
feet;, seize without hands, eat without 
mouths, and digest without stomachs.” 

Too many, however, still feel only i n 
Nature that which we share “with the 
weed and the worm they love birds as 
boys do — that is, they love throwing 
stones at them ; or wonder if they are good 
to eat, as the Esquimaux asked about the 
watch ; or treat them as certain devout 
Afrecdee villagers are said to have treated 
a descendant of the Prophet— killed him 
in order to worship at his tomb: but 
gradually we may hope that the love of 
Science— -the notes “ we sound upon the 
strings of nature ” 1 — will become to more 
and more, as already it is to many, a 
faithful and sacred, element of human 
feeling. 

Science summons us 

“To that cathedral, boundless as our wonder, 
Whoso quench less lamps the sun and moon 
supply j 

I ts choir the winds and waves, its organ thunder, 
Its dome the sky ." 8 

Where the untrained eye will see 
nothing hut mire and dirt, Science will 
often reveal exquisite possibilities. The 
mud we tread under our feet in the street 
is a grimy mixture of clay and sand, soot 
and water. Separate the sand, however, 
as Buskin observes-— let the atoms arrange 
themselves in peace according to their 
nature — and you have the opal. Separate 
the clay, and it becomes a white earth, 
fit for the finest porcelain ; or if it still 
further purifies itself, yon have a sapphire, 
Take the soot, and if properly treated it 
will give you a diamond. While, lastly, 
the water, purified and distilled, will 
become a dew-drop, or crystallise into a 
lovely star. Or, again, you may see as 
1 Emerson. 2 H. Smith. 
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you will in any shallow pool either the 
mud lying at the bottom, or the image 
of the heavens above. 

Nay, even if we imagine beauties and 
charms which do not really exist ; still it 
we err at all, it is better to do so on the 
side- of charity ; like Nasmyth, who tells 
us in his delightful autobiography, that 
he used to think one of liis friends had a 
charming and kindly twinkle, and was 
one day surprised to discover that he 
had a glass eye. 

But I should err indeed were I to 
dwell exclusively on science as lending 
interest and charm to our leisure hours. 
Far from this, it would be impossible 
to overrate the importance of scientific 
training on the wise conduct of life. 

“ Science,” said the Eoyal Commission 
of 1861, “ quickens and cultivates directly 
the faculty of observation, which in very 
many persons lies almost dormant through 
life, the power of accurate and rapid 
generalisation, and the mental habit of 
method and arrangement ; it accustoms 
young persons to trace the sequence of 
cause and effect ; it familiarises them with 
a kind of reasoning which interests them, 
and which they can promptly compre- 
hend; and it is perhaps the best correc- 
tive lor that indolence which is the vice 
of half-awakened minds, and which shrinks 
from any exertion that is not, like an 
effort of memory, merely mechanical.” 

Again, when we contemplate the gran- 
deur of science, if we transport ourselves 
in imagination hack into primeval times, 
or away into the immensity of space, 
our little troubles and sorrows seem to 
shrink into insignificance. “ Ah, beautiful 
creations ! ” says Helps, speaking of the 
stars, “it is not in guiding us over the 
seas of our little planet, but out of the 
dark waters of our own perturbed minds, 
that we may make to ourselves the most 
of your significance ” They teach, he tells 
us elsewhere, “something significant to 
all of us ; and each man has a whole 
hemisphere of them, if he will but look 
up, to counsel and befriend him.” 

There is a passage in an address given 


many years ago by Professor I lux ley 5,1 
the South London Working Men’s <MIIeg»r 

which struck me very much at the tint*-, 

and which puts this in language more 
forcible than any which 1 could use. 

“Suppose,” he said, “it were perfectly 
certain that the life and fortune of every 
one of us would, one day or other, depend 
upon his winning or losing a game of 
chess. Don’t you think that we should 
all consider it to he a primary duty fu 
learn at least the names and the moves of 
the pieces? Do you not think that vo 
should look with a disapprobation amount ■ 
ing to scorn upon the lather who allowed 
his son, or the State which allowed its 
members, to grow up without knowing a 
pawn, from a knight? Vet it « a very 
plain and elementary truth that the life, 
the fortune, and the happiness of every 
one of us, and more or less of those who 
are connected with us, do depend upon 
our knowing something of the rules of a 
game infinitely more difficult and compli- 
cated than chess. It is a game which 
has been played for untold ages, every 
man and woman of us being one of tins 
two players in a game of Ids or her own. 
The chessboard is the world, the pieces 
are the phenomena of the Universe, tiro 
rules of the game are what, we call thti 
laws of Nature. The player on the other 
side is hidden from us. We know that 
his play is always fair, just, and patient 
But also we know to our cost that h« 
never overlooks a mistake or makes the 
smallest allowance for ignorance. To the 
man who plays well the highest stakes 
are paid, with that sort of overflowing 
generosity which with the strong shorn*# 
delight in strength. And um who piny* 
ill is check mated — w i th o n fc little, hut 
without remorse.” 

I have elsewhere 1 endeavoured to niiow 
the purifying and ennobling influence of 
science upon religion j how it has arnfated, 
if indeed it may not claim the main chare, 
in sweeping away the dark eupeMituMa, 
the degrading belief in sorcery and witch- 
craft, and the cruel, however w«U-intea- 
1 The Origin of Omlimiim, 
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tioned, intolerance which embittered the 
Christian world almost from the very clays 
of the Apostles. In this she has surely 
performed no mean service to religion 
itself. As Canon Fremantle has well and 
justly said, men of science, and not the 
clergy only, are ministers of religion. 

Again, the national necessity for 
scientific education is imperative. We 
are apt to forget how much we owe to 
science, because so many of its wonderful 
gifts have become familiar parts of our 
everyday life, that their very value makes 
us forget their origin. At the recent 
celebration of the sexcentenary of Peter- 
house College, near the close of a long 
dinner, Sir Frederick Bramwell was called 
on, some time after midnight, to return 
thanks for Applied Science. He excused 
himself from making a long speech on the 
ground that, though the subject was 
almost inexhaustible, the only illustration 
which struck him as appropriate under 
the circumstances was “the application 
of the domestic lucifer to the bedroom 
candle.” One cannot but feel how un- 
fortunate was the saying of the poet that 
“The light-outspeeding telegraph 
Bears nothing on its beam.” 

The report of the Royal Commission 
on Technical Instruction, which has 
recently been issued, teems with illustra- 
tions of the advantages afforded by 
technical instruction. At the same time, 
technical training ought not to begin too 
soon, for, as Bain truly observes, “ in a 
right view of scientific education the first 
principles and leading examples, with 
select details, of all the great sciences, 
are’ the proper basis of the complete and 
exhaustive study of any single science.” 
Indeed, in the words of Sir John lierscliel, 
“it can hardly be pressed forcibly enough 
on the attention of the student of Nature, 
that there is scarcely any natural pheno- 
menon which can be fully and completely 
explained in all its circumstances, with- 
out a union of several, perhaps of all, the 
sciences.” The most important secrets of 
Nature are often hidden away in unex- 
pected places. Many valuable substances 


have been discovered in. the refuse of 
manufactories ; and it was a happy 
thought of Glauber to examine what 
everybody else threw away. There is 
perhaps no nation the future happiness 
and prosperity of which depend more on 
science than our own. Our population is 
over 40,000,000, and is rapidly increas- 
mg. Even, at present it is far larger 
than our acreage can support. Few 
people whose business does not lie in the 
study of statistics realise that we have 
to pay foreign countries no less than 
£.150,000,000 a year for food. This, of 
course, we purchase mainly by manu- 
factured articles. We hear even now a 
great deal about depression of trade, and 
foreign, especially American, competition; 
but let us look forward a hundred years 
— no long time in the history of a nation. 
Our coal supplies will then be greatly 
diminished. The population of Great 
Britain doubles at the present rate of 
increase in about fifty years, so that we 
should, if the present rate continues, 
require to import over £400,000,000 a 
year in food. How, then, is this to be 
paid for? We. have before us, as usual, 
three courses. The natural rate of 
increase may bo stopped, which, means 
suffering and outrage ; the population 
may increase, only to vegetate in misery 
and destitution ; or, lastly, by the de- 
velopment of scientific training and 
appliances, they may probably be main- 
tained in happiness and comfort. We 
have, in fact, to make our choice between 
science and suffering. It is only by 
wisely utilising the gifts of science that 
we have any hope of maintaining onr 
population in plenty and comfort. 
Science, however, will do this for us if 
we will only let her. She may be no 
Fairy Godmother indeed, but she will 
richly, endow those who love her. 

That discoveries, innumerable, marvel- 
lous, and fruitful, await the successful 
explorers of Nature no one can. doubt. 
“We are so far,” says Locke, “from 
being admitted into the secrets of Nature, 
that we scarce so much as approach the 
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first entrance towards them.” "What 
would one not give for a Science primer 
of the next century ? for, to paraphrase a 
well-known saying, even the boy at the 
plough will then know more of science 
than & the wisest of our philosophers do 
now. Boyle entitled one of his essays 
« Of Man’s great Ignorance of the Uses 
of Natural Things; or that there is no 
one thing in Nature whereof the uses to 
human life are yet thoroughly under- 
stood” — a saying which is still as true 
now as when it was written. And, lest 1 
should be supposed to be taking too 
sanguine a view, let me give the authority 
of Sir John Herschel, who says: “Since 
it cannot but be that innumerable and 
most important uses remain to be dis- 
covered among the materials and objects 
already known to us, as well as among 
those which the progress of science must 
hereafter disclose, we may hence conceive 
a well-grounded expectation, not only of 
constant increase in the physical resources 
of mankind, and the consequent improve- 
ment of their condition, but of continual 
accession to our power of penetrating into 
the arcana of Nature and becoming 
acquainted with her highest laws.” 

Nor is it merely in a material point of 
view that science would thus benefit the 
nation. She will raise and strengthen 
the national, as surely as the individual, 
character. The great gift which Minerva 
offered to Paris is now freely tendered to 
all, for we may apply to the nation, as 
well as to the individual, Tennyson’s 
noble lines : — - 

“ Self-reverence, self-knowledge, self-control : 

These three alone lead life to sovereign power, 

Yet not for power (power of herself 
, Would come uncalled for), lint to live bylaw ; 

Acting the law we live Ivy without fear.” 

“In the vain and foolish exultation of 
the heart,” said John Quincey Adams, at 
the close of his final lecture on resigning 
his chair at Boston, “ which the brighter 
prospects of life will sometimes excite, 
the pensive portress of Science shall call 
you to the sober pleasures of her holy 
cell. In the mortification of disappoint- 
d2 
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ment, her soothing voice dmll 
serenity and peace. In rouvvrm- 

with the mighty dead of am* sent days, 
you will never smart under the gall mg 
sense of dependence upon the might) 
living of the present age. ^ And in 
struggles with the world, should a 
ever occur, when even friendship new 
deem it prudent to desert y*»u, when 
priest and Lcvite shall eoine and look f -*u 
you and pass by on tin* otle.-r side, Mvk 
refuge, my unfailing friend--, and be 
assured you shall find it, in fie- 'nemo 
ship of Lmlhis and Sripio, *u n-.e 
patriotism of (deem, 1 >eiuo.st helms* and 
Burke, 1 is well as in the precept* and 
example of Him whose law is low, nud 
who taught ns to remember injuries only 
to forgive them ” 

Let me in conclusion quote the glow- 
ing description of our debt to science 
given by Archdeacon Farrar in Ids addict 1# 
at Liverpool College — testimony , moree 
over, all the more valuable, considering 
the source from which it comes. 

“In this great commercial city,” he 
said, a where you are surrounded by the 
triumphs of science ami of mechavdsiii-" 
you, whose river is ploughed by the grc.it 
steamships whose white* wake hao Kern 
called the fittest avenue to the palace 

front of a mercantile people you know 

well that in the achievements of science 
there is not only beauty and wonder* but 
also beneficence and power. It k not 
only that she has revealed to ns infinite 
space crowded with unnumbered worlds ; 
infinite time peopled by unnumheml 
ex. istenc.es ; infinite, organisms hitherto in- 
visible but. full of delicate and irideMCtif 
loveliness ; but also that she h«u« been, m 
a great Archangel of Mercy, devoting 
herself to the sendee of man. She lew 
laboured, her votaries have, lahtiumi, not 
to iner&uft the power of despot n or add to 
the magnificence of courts, Imt fa exte*** 1 
human ImppitieaHy to eronoitike !r 
j -effort, to, extinguish hiii.ita.ii pain* 1 
| of old* men toiled, half h!in J "' J 
j naked, in the mouth, of 
| furnace to mix the white-’ 
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now substitutes the mechanical action of 
the viewless air. She has enlisted the 
sunbeam in her service to limn for us, 
with absolute fidelity, the faces of the 
friends we love. She has shown the 
poor miner, how he may work in safety, 
even amid the explosive fire-damp of the 
mine. She has, by her anaesthetics, 
enabled the sufferer to be hushed and 
unconscious while the delicate hand of 
some skilled operator cuts a .fragment 
from the nervous circle of the uncjuiver- 
ing eye. She points not to pyramids 
built during weary centuries 'by the 
sweat of miserable nations, but to the 
lighthouse and the steamship, to the rail- 
road and the telegraph. She has restored 
eyes to the blind and hearing to the deaf. 
She has lengthened life, she has minimised 
danger, she has controlled madness, she 
has trampled on disease. And on all 
these grounds, I think that none of our 
sons, should grow up wholly ignorant of 
studies which at once train the reason 
and fire the imagination, which fashion as 
well as forge, which can feed as well as 
fill the mind. 33 
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said that there was no royal road to lear 
ing : it would be more true to say fo 
the avenues leading to it are all royal 

“It is not,” says Jeremy Taylor '«t; 
eye that sees the beauties of heaven, n 
the car that hears the sweetness of mus; 
or . the glad tidings of a prospero 
accident ; but the soul that perceives t 
the relishes of sensual and intellect!! 
perceptions: and the more noble ai 
excellent the soul is, the greater ai 
more savoury are its perceptions. Ai 
if a child behold the rich ermine, or tl 
diamonds of a starry night, or the orct 
of the world, or hears the discourses , 
an apostle ; because lie makes no relic 
act on himself and sees not vvliat he see 
he can have but the pleasure of a fool < 
the deliciousness of a mule.” 

“ I call a complete and generous edue, 
tioxi,” said Milton, “that which fits 
man to perform justly, skilfully, an 
magnanimously all the offices, both privai 
and public, of peace and war.” 

Herein lies the importance of educ* 
tion, . I say education rather than it 
struction, because it is far more importan 
to cultivate the mind than to store th 
memory. Instruction is only a part c 
education, : the true teacher has been wel 
described by Montgomery : 


EDUCATION 

“No pleasure is comparable to the standi 
upon the vantage ground of truth.”— Bacon. 

_ “ Divine Philosophy ! 

Not harsh and crabbed as dull fools suppos, 

But musical as is Apollo’s lute, W 

And. a perpetual feast of neotar’d sweets 

Where no crude surfeit reigns.”— M imon. 

It may seem rather surprising to indue 
education among the pleasures of life 
for m too many cases it is made odioi 
to the young, and is supposed to cea< 
with school ; while, on the contrary, if 
is to be really successful it must he sui 
able, and therefore interesting, to childrei 
and must last through life. The ver 
process of acquiring knowledge is 
privilege and a blessing. It use d to b 


And while in tones of sportive tenderness, 
He answer’d all its questions, and ask’d other 
As simple as its own, yet wisely framed 
To wake and prove an infant’s faculties ; 

As though its mind were some sweet instru 
ment, 

And he, with breath and touch, wore finding 
out 

Wlmt stops or keys would yieltt the riclws 
music.” 

Studies arc a means and not an end 
“To spend too much time in studies ii 
sloth;, to use them too much for orna 
ment is affectation ; to make judgmem 
wholly by their rules is the humour of * 
scholar : they perfect nature, and are per- 
fected by experience. . . . Crafty men 
contemn studies, simple men admire 
them, and wise men use them. 3 ’ 1 
Moreover, though, as Mill says, “in 
1 Bacon. 
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the comparatively early state of human 
development in which we now live, a 
person cannot indeed feel that entireness 
of sympathy with all others which would 
make any real discordance in the general 
direction of their conduct in life impos- 
sible,” yet education might surely do more 
to root in us the feeling of unity with our 
fellow-creatures. At any rate, if we do 
not study in this spirit, all our learning 
will but leave us as weak and sad as 
Faust. 

Our studies should be neither “a 
couch on which to rest ; nor a cloister in 
which to promenade alone ; nor a tower 
from which to look down on others ; nor 
a fortress whence we may resist them ; 
nor a workshop for gain and merchandise ; 
but a rich armoury and treasury for the 
glory of the creator and the ennoblement 
of life.” 1 

For in the noble words of Epictetus, 
“ you will do the greatest service to the 
state if you shall raise, not the roofs of 
bhe houses, but the souls of the citizens : 
for it is better that great souls should 
dwell in small bouses rather than for 
mean slaves to lurk in great houses.” 

It is then of great importance to con- 
sider whether our present system, of 
education is the one best calculated to 
fulfil these great objects. Does it really 
give that love of learning which is better 
than learning itself? Does all the study 
of the classics to which our sons devote 
so many years give any just appreciation 
of them ; or do they not on leaving 
college too often feel with Byron — 

“Then farewell, Horace ; whom 1 hated so !'* 

Too much concentration on any one 
subject is a great mistake, especially in 
early life. Nature herself indicates the 
true system, if we would but listen to 
her. Our instincts are good guides, 
though not infallible, and children will 
profit little by lessons which do not 
interest them. In cheerfulness, says 
Pliny, is the success of our studies — 

1 Bacon. 


u studia liilarilal.e proven iunt and we 

may with advantage take a he-son i v < *m 
Theognis, who, in his Ode <*n the 
Marriage of Cadmus and llarmoma, 
makes the M uses sing — 

“What is good and lair, 

.Shall over bo our <uuw ; 

Thus the harden of it rang, 

That, shall never he our care. 

Which is neither good nor fair. 

Slush were the words your lips immortal wang, 

There are some, who seem to think 
that, our educational system is as g"tul an 
possible, and that the only remaining 
points of importance are the number *d 
schools and scholars, the question of hws, 
the relation of voluntary and board 
schools, etc. “ No doubt.,” says Mr, 
Symonds, in his Sketch:* in itahj ami 
Greece , u there are many who think that 
when we not only advocate, education hut 
discuss the best system we are simply 
beating the air; that our population m 
as happy and cultivated as can he, and 
that no substantial advance is really 
possible. Sir F. Galtun, however, has ex- 
pressed the opinion, and most of flame 
who have written on the social condition 
of Athens seem to agree with him, that 
the population of Athens, taken as n 
whole, was as superior to us as we are to 
Austral i an savages. ” 

That there is, indeed, some truth in 
this, probably no student of Greek history 
will deny. Why, then, should thin In* ho ! 
I cannot but think that our system of 
education has been partly responsible. 
This is no new complaint, A sc ham, 
in The Schoolmaster, long ago lamented 
it; Milton, in his letter to Mr. Samuel 
Hart lib, complained “ that our children 
are forced to stick unreasonably in these 
grammatiek flats and shallow* ; w and 
observes that, 44 though a linguist should 
pride himself to have ail the tongues 
Babel cleft the world info, yet, if he have* 
not studied the solid things in them m 
well as the words and lexicons, he were 
nothing so much to be esteemed it learned 
man as any yeoman or tradesman ■.com- 
petently wise in bis mother dialect only j M 



44 


THE PLEASURES OF LIFE 


— — — i 

and Locke said that “schools fit us .for than by- precept ■ while til ~ ~~ 

the university rather than for the world." of the ' elements ’ of . ac( l«U'ement 
Commission after commission, committee should have been r,W “■ ,**“"*** 

after committee, have reiterated the same work.” ‘ sure rather than 

complaint. How then do we stand now ? To’ effect tin’s „„ , . 

Sir . 7' E. Grant-Duff lias expressed must he our oracle mH ' ’ <iuclusl ' r y 
the opinion that a boy or girl of fourteen Apollo ” us Sir T R„1 T 0 " 0Ut 

might reasonably be expected to “read it is no , ® y,i butsnrd* 

«i 5 . daunt pound liimd, „,d to know oulturo i, „ri™ „ Cta " 1 

• the ordinary rules of arithmetic, especially sai.l that JJ ,. vh T '**«»** » 

compound addition — a by no means th,.r,. ;« ,n .i ' i «,• " “ UKcluBS - But 

universal accomplishment; to speak and tween iiavir * 'f, Um:u *« the world be- 
write French with ease and correctness, m-oumh-d iif a Til 77 W lci “ gwe11 
and have some slight acquaintance with which we advocate— to try th<i ^ 
1 lench literature ; to translate ad aper- Rrom/ham w „n • i it te> know, asLord 

turam libri from an ordinary French 1 m ’ ^ v ^CV Mui.^ of some- 

' or German book; to have a thorough "l “ T f. . 0V "* thin *" 
good elementary knowledge of goography solid “i'„, ' f’, Na 'i? ,sil ' -John Her- 

mider which are comprehended smne att«"i U io» of T" °n the 

notions of astronomy— enough to excite tlmrf ■ f. 7 . 8t,icl 1,,nt of nature, that 
his curiosity; a knowledge of the very which nm T ‘VI 1 / naU,ni ’ 1 phenomenon 
broadest facts of geology and history- pl dn d £| 7 ftWl c0 » l Plct e ly ex- 

enough to make him understand, in a l , , „ of I- ", ? ,t “ noe * wlthout 

clear but perfectly general way, Imw the sci“” ’ P * rlu ‘ 1 * ° f all > 

larger features of the world he lives in r n 

physical and political, came to be like mllkiX*?'* 77?" in most of our 
what they are ; to have been trained from thin, c ? !1 ° Kes ■«*««■ every, 

earliest infancy to use his powers of They arc' / ^' U8 !U1<I Mafc hematics. 

observation on plants, or animator rocks mlt rnt n°!t 1 1,,, ) 1>ort !‘ nt but 

or other natural objects- and to w i 1 1 to „ delude science and modem 

gathered a general acquaintance'with what S'X 1 OVOM if '»* «ntial 

is most supremely good in that Z oit on , eUucatwn ! »» not the whole: 

of the more important English classics M1 J >at i’f ,f °imd classic scholar, if 

which is suitable to his time of life" to half ' li<J k ' 10 ' vI(t ‘ , « c , of science, is but a 
have some rudimentary acquaintance with r " Wn aiter alL Moreover, 

Rawing and music.” 1 *“”* WUh 0Ur ? onH , t( '« leave college nimble to 

Huxley’s view was, that “Education Si “ l , er . L , atlu or Greek, and too often 
should enable an average boy of fifteen hia« ' ° ° ^ 10,,t an y interest in classical 

or sixteen to read and” write his own ! 1 7 Ji,lt tho % who 

language, with ease and accuracy and scionSl edu<iat<lc 1 witll0, it any training in 
with a sense of literary excellence derived K? h “ graTO rea80n to complain of 
from the study Of our classic Waters 7 to [ 7>!. dora flt one . ftntrftn<: « quite shut out.” 
have a general acquaintance with ’the so much ITf t? * ,n8 , tho attention > indeed, 
history of his own country and with the ;»oto * a ? < l 80 <:ary on 0I)e or two sub- 
great laws of social existence; to have defeat our own object, and pro- 

acquired the rudiments of the physical tn eti n ?*’ distaste where we wish 
and psychological sciences, and a £ to ^ an mterest. 

.T*** ** ** "** bJ 
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of cultivating the mind. The children 
in our elementary schools are wearied 
by the mechanical art of writing, and 
the interminable intricacies of spelling ; 
they are oppressed by columns of dates, 
by lists of kings and places, which convey 
no definite idea to their minds, and have 
no near relation to their daily wants 
and occupations ; while in our public 
schools the same unfortunate results have 
been produced by the weary monotony of 
Latin and Greek grammar. We are now, I 
hope and believe, adopting a wiser course, 
and endeavouring to give our children a 
wholesome variety of mental food, and 
endeavouring to cultivate their tastes and 
stimulate their interests, rather than to 
fill their minds with, dry facts. The im- 
portant thing is not so much that every 
child should he taught, as that every 
child should he given the wish to learn. 
What does it matter if the pupil knows a 
little more or a little less ? A boy who 
leaves school knowing much, but hating 
his lessons, will soon have forgotten almost 
all he ever learnt ; while another who had 
acquired a thirst for knowledge, even if 
he had learnt little, would soon teach 
himself more than the first ever knew. 
Children are by nature eager for informa- 
tion. They are always putting questions. 
This ought to be encouraged. In fact, 
we may to a great extent trust to their 
instincts, and in that case they will do 
much to educate themselves. Too often, 
however, the acquirement of knowledge 
is placed before them in a form so irk- 
some and fatiguing that all desire for 
information is choked, or even crushed 
out ; so that our schools, in fact, become 
places for the discouragement of learning, 
and thus produce the very opposite effect; 
from that at which we aim. In short, 
children should be trained to observe and 
to think, for in that way there would 
be opened out to them a source of the 
purest enjoyment for leisure hours, and 
the wisest judgment in the work of life. 

<£ When I look back,” said Sir J. Fitch, 
“ on my own life, and think on the long- 
past school and college days, I know well 


that there is not a fact in history, not a 
formula in mathematics, nut a rule in 
grammar, not a sweet and pleasant v* n e 
of poetry, not a truth in science which 1 
ever learned, which has not come to me 
over and over again in the most une.v 
peeted ways, and proved to be of greater 
use than I could ever have believed. If 
has helped me to understand better the 
books I read, the history of events which 
are occurring round me, and to make the 
whole outlook of life larger and more 
interesting.” 

Another point in which 1 venture to 
think that our system of education might 
be amended, is that it tends at present 
to give the impression that everything is 
known. 

Dr. Busby is said to have kept Ida 
hat on in the presence of King ( Inn less, 
that the boys might set*, what; a great 
man he was. I doubt, however, who! her 
the hoys were deceived by the hat ; and 
am very sceptical about Dr. Busby's 
theory of education. 

Master John of Basingstoke, who was 
Archdeacon of Leicester in 1 252, learnt 
Greek during a visit; to Athens, from 
Constantin a, daughter of the Archbishop 
of Athens, and used to say afterwards 
that though he had studied well and 
diligently at the University of Paris, yet 
lie learnt more from an Athenian maiden 
of twenty. We cannot all study so 
pleasantly as this, but the main fault 
I find with Dr. Busby’s system la that 
it keeps out of sight the great fact of 
human ignorance. 

Boys are given the impression that 
the masters know everything. If, on the 
contrary, the great lesson impressed on 
them was that what we know is an notin’*^ 
to wlmt we do not know, that the 44 gr 
ocean of truth lies all undiscovered be 
us, w surely this would prove a f 
stimulus, and many would V 
anxious to enlarge the boim 
human knowledge, and extend 
tellectual kingdom of man. Phi, 

says Aristotle, 'begins in wonder, *. 

is the child of Thaumas. 
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Education ought not to cease when we 
leave school ; but if well begun there, 
will continue through life. 

Moreover, whatever our occupation 
or profession in life may he, it is most 
desirable to create for ourselves some 
other special interest. In the choice of 
a subject every one should consult his 
own instincts and interests. I will not 
attempt to suggest whether it is better to 
pursue art or science ; whether we should 
study the motes in the sunbeam, or the 
heavenly bodies themselves. Whatever 
may he the subject of our choice, we shall 
hnd enough, and more than enough, to 
repay the devotion of a lifetime. 

Life no doubt is paved with enjoyments, 
but we must all expect times of anxiety, 
of suffering, and of sorrow ; and when 
these come it is an inestimable comfort to 
have some deep interest which will, at 
any rate to some extent, enable us to escape 
from ourselves. 1 

“ A cultivated mind,” says Mill “ I do 

not mean that of a philosopher, hut any 
mmd to which the fountains of knowledge 
have been opened, and which has been 
aught m any tolerable degree to exercise 
its faculties will find sources of inex- 
haustible interest in all that surrounds 

M he ° bj ® cts . of nature, the achieve- 
lents of art, the imaginations of poetry, 

k nd n ™ r tS , 0f hiStWI ' y> tlle of ' ’"am 

n the fi, t and P T nt ’ Wld their prospects 
, tne future. It is possible, indeed to 

iithouV h ,ifferent aI1 and that too 

part of it I? 8 / ! aUat r d a thoueandtli 

from the i bU -° nly when one ] ’a« had 
lrom the beginning no moral or human 

interest m these things, and has sought in 
them only the gratification of curiosity » 

1 have been subjected to some good- 
natured bant for having sai d tha t I 
looked forward to a time when our artisans 
-d mec ames wouid be great readers. But 
it is surely not unreasonable to regard our 

provlment 1 * 1 ^ 8 8US0e P tible of great im- 
provement. Ihe spread of schools the 

t?fT S m° ks > tbe eat ahlisbme’nt of 

free libraries will, it may be hoped, exercise 


a civiUMing am! cn'ud’iiug infiueuce.'i 

" eve "* 1 ’'dieve, do much to dim, 
jioverty and suffering, much oS 

| H dm V" a’" 1 to tbe want of 

u to lest, and brightness in uneducated life 
No far as our elementary schools are con 
uud ! th .'‘ rt ’ IN 110 doubt much difficulty S, 
apportioning the National Grant wit'll 
unduly stimulating mere mechanical i! 
struction. But this is not the placebo d fe" 
;mss tbe subieet of religious or moral train- 
grant!"’ !1 l'pr.rtim.ing the 

Ifwosuccee,! in giving the love of learn, 
g, the learning itself is sure to follow, 
n e should therefore endeavour to edu- 
cate our children so that every country 
walk _ may he a pleasure ; that the dil 
I cover.es of scence may be a living interest' 
bat our national history and poetry „iav 
be sources of h'g.timate pride ami rational 
enjoy muni, I u short, on r schools, if they 

are to be worthy of the name— if they are 
to fulfil their high function —must be 
something more than mere places of dry 
, ld }’ : . they must train the children edu- 
rated III them SO that they mav be able 
to appreciate and enjoy those intellectual 
gifts which might lie, and might to be, a 
source of_ interest and of happiness, alike 
to the high and to the low, to the rich 
and to the poor. 

A wise system of education will at 
east, teach bow little man yet know, 
how much lie bus still to learn; it will 

“ T n ' a,iHU Umt tll0w ‘ "’bo com- 
plain of the tiresome monotony of life 

-Tir y tbeu T lv<!H t;o ! «a«l that 
knowledge is pleasure m well as power. 

,1 ! I . ead ’ IH u ! ! to try with Milton “to 
oehold the bright countenance of truth 

fit o 1 Mld 8tiI1 uir of ami to 

m 1 n B r n tlwt “ no I ,Ieaw,rc »«an- 

We should then indeed realise in part, 
«l a8 / et we CMmot do «o fully, the 
° f b ® ttltb ’ 8trei) gth, and 
folrt, ftl>( bow thankful we ought to be 
for the inestimable gift of life. 
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PREFACE 


u And wliat is writ, is writ — 

Would it were worthier,” 

Byron. 

Herewith I launch the conclusion of my subject. Perhaps I am unwise in 
publishing a second part. The first was so kindly received that 1 am i tinning 
a risk in attempting to gdd to it. 

In the preface, however, to the first part I have expressed the hope, that 
the thoughts and quotations in which I have found most comfort and delight, 
might be of use to others also. 

In this my most sanguine hopes have been more than realised. Not only 
has the book passed through over a hundred editions in little more than 
twenty years, but the many letters which I have received have been most 
gratifying. 

Two criticisms have been repeated by several of those who have done mo 
the honor of noticing my previous volume. It has been said in the first 
place that my life has been exceptionally bright and full, and that I cannot 
therefore judge for others. Nor do I attempt to do so. I do not forget, I 
hope I am not ungrateful for, all that has been bestowed on me. But if 1 
have been greatly favoured, ought I not to be on that very account especially 
qualified to write on such a theme ? Moreover, I have had,— who has not,-*- 
my own sorrows. 

Again, some have complained that there is too much quotation— too little 
of my own. This I take to bo in reality a great compliment. I have not 
striven to be original. 

If, as I have been assured by many, my book has added to their power 
of enjoying life, and has proved a comfort in the hours of darkness, that 
is indeed an ample reward and is the utmost I have ever hoped. 


High Elms, Down, Kent. 
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CHAPTER I 
ambition 

u Fame is the spur that the dear spirit ‘loth 
raise 

(That last infirmity of noble mind) 

To scorn delights and live laborious days. 

Milton. 

Ambition may be good or bad, noble or 
ignoble. It has inflicted terrible sulfa rings 
on the human race, but on the other hand 
we owe it much. 

Had not my youthful mind, says 
Cicero, “ from many precepts, from many 
writings, drunk in this truth, that glory 
and virtue ought to be. the darling, nay, 
the only wish in life ; that, to attain 
these, the torments of the flesh, with the 
perils of death and exile, are to be 
despised ; never had I exposed my person 
in so many encounters, and to these daily 
conflicts with the worst of men, for your 
deliverance. But, on this head, books 
are full ; the voice of the wise is full ; 
the examples of antiquity are full : and 
all these the night of barbarism had still 
enveloped, had it not been enlightened 
by the sun of science. ” 

The poet tells us that 

“The many fail : the one succeeds .” 1 

But this is scarcely true. All succeed 
who deserve, though not perhaps as they 
hoped. An honourable defeat ia better 
than a mean victory, and no one is really 
the worse for being beaten, unless he 
loses .heart Though we may not be able 
to attain, that is no reason why we should 
not aspire, 

1 Tennyson. 


I know, says Morris, 

“ How far high failure overleaps the bound 

Of low HUmiSSUH.” 

And Bacon assures us that “if a man 
look sharp and attentively he shall see 
fortune ; for though she is blind, she is 
not invisible.” 

To give ourselves a reasonable prospect 
of success, we must realise what we 
hope to achieve ; and then make the 
most of our opportunities. 

Of these the use of time is one of the 
most important. What have we to do 
with time, asks Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
but to fill it up with labour. “At the 
battle of Montebello,” said Napoleon, u 1 
ordered Kellermann to attack with 800 
horse, and with these ho separated the 
6000 Hungarian grenadiers before J, he 
very eyes of the Austrian cavalry. I his 
cavalry was half a league off, and required 
a quarter of an hour to arrive on the 
field of action ; and I have observed that 
| it is always these quarters of an hour 
that decide the fate of a, battle,” including, 
we may add, the battle of life. 

Nor must we spare ourselves in other 
ways, for 

“ He who thinks in s trife 

To earn a deathless fame, mast do, nor ever 
care for life.” 1 

In the excitement of the struggle, 
moreover, he wall suiter ■ comparatively' 
little from, wounds and blows which 
would otherwise cause intense pain. 

It is well to weigh scrupulously the 
object in view, to run as little risk m 
may be, to count the coat with care. 

1 Beowulf. 
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But when the mind is once made up, 
there must be no looking back, you must 
spare yourself no labour, nor shrink from 
danger. 

“ He either fears liis fate too much 
Or his deserts are small, 

That, dares not put it to the touch 
To gain or lose it all, ” 1 

Glory, says Renan, “is after all the 
thing which has the best chance of not 
being altogether vanity.” But what is 
glory ? 

Marcus Aurelius observes that “a 
spider is proud when it has caught a fly, 
a man when ho has caught a hare, 
another when he lias taken' a little fish 
in a net, another when he lias taken 
wild boars, another when he has taken 
bears, and another when ho has taken 
Sarmatians ; 93 2 but this, if from one. 
point of view it shows the vanity of 
fame, also encourages us with the evidence 
that every one may succeed if his objects 
are but reasonable. 

Alexander may he taken as almost a 
type of Ambition in its usual form, 
though carried to an extreme. 

His desire was to conquer, not to in- 
herit or to rule. When news was brought 
that his father Philip had taken some 
town, or won some battle, instead of 
being delighted, he used to say to his 
companions, “ My father will go on con- 
quering, till there he nothing extra- 
ordinary left for you and me to do, 7 ’ 
He is said even to have been mortified at 
the number of the stars, considering that 
he had not been able to conquer one 
world. Such ambition is justly fore- 
doomed to disappointment. 

The remarks of Philosophers on the 
vanity of ambition refer generally to that 
unworthy form of which Alexander may 
be taken as the type— the idea of self- 
exaltation, not only without any reference 
to the happiness, but even regardless of 
the sufferings, of others. 

“ A continual and restless search after 

1 Montrose. 

s M^ a ™[ 6rring ho, '° t0 one of lli “ expeditions. 


fort " n( V w, . v * Caron, “ lakes up too 
"! , " m ' vvi '° '“ivt! Holder things to 

o .serve. I iiiicctl he elsewhere extends 
tins, and mhls that “ No man’s private 
fortune can In: an end in any wayworfcliv 
of hia existence.” ” * 

(<oell)e well observes that; man “exists 
for mill ure; not for what he can accom- 
jdiiili, hut, (or vvliat can he accomplished 
in him.” 1 

As regards fame, we must not confuse 
name and essence. To ho remembered is •' 
not necessarily to he famous. There is 
infamy uh well as lame; and unhappily' 
almost as many are remembered for the : 
one as for the other, and not a few for a 
mixture of both. 

Who would not, however, rather be 
forgotten, than recollected as Ahab or 
Jezebel, Nero or (domniodus, Messalina 
nr IJeliogabalus, King John or Richard 
11U 

“ To he nameless in worthy deeds ex- 
ceeds an infamous history. The Canaan- i 
itish woman, lives more happily without 
a name than Herod ias with one ; and 
who would not rat her have been the good 
thief than l’ilafe V * 11 

Kings and Generals are often remem- 
bered as much for their misfortunes as 1 
lor their successes, for their deaths as for I 
their lives. The Hero of Thermopylte 
was Leonidas, not Xerxes. Alexander’s i 
Empire fell to pieces at his death. 
Napoleon was a great; genius, though no ; 
Hero. But; what came of all hia victories! 
They passed away like the smoke of his 1 
guns, and he left France weaker, poorer, 
and smaller than he found her# The i 
most lasting result of his genius is no i 
military glory, but the Code Napol/m : 
^ A surer ami more glorious title to ; 
fame, is that of those who are remembered" i 
for some act of justice or self-devotion: j 
the self- sacrifice of Leonidas, the good 
faith of Regains, are tins glories of history, i 
In some cases where men have been'! 
called after places, the men are remem- ! 
berecl, while the places are forgotten, j 
When we speak of Palestrina or Perugino, 

1 Emerson. y Sir T, lire who. 
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Of Kelson or Wellington, of Newton or 
Darwin, wlio remembers the towns? 
We think only of the men. 

Goethe has been called the non l <>l Ins 

century. , . , 

We have but meagre biographies ot 

Shakespeare or of Pluto; yet how much 
we know about them. 

Statesmen ami (lenerals enjoy great, 
celebrity during their liven. The news- 
papers chronicle every word ami move- 
ment. But the. fame of the Philosopher 
and Poet is more enduring. 

Wordsworth deprecates monuments to 
poets, with some exceptions, on this very 
account. The ease of Statesmen, lie says, 
is different. It is right to commemorate 
them because they might otherwise be 
forgotten ; but Poets live in their books 
for ever. 

The real conquerors of the world in- 
deed are not the generals but the 
thinkers; not Genghis Khan and Alt bar, 
Raineses, or Alexander, but Confucius 
and Buddha, Aristotle, Plato, and Christ, 
The rulers and kings who reigned over! 
our ancestors have for the most part long 
since sunk into oblivion - they are. for- 

gotten for want of some sacred bard to 

give them life- or are remembered, like 

Suddhodana and Pilate, from their associ- 
ation with higher spirits. 

Such men’s lives cannot be compressed 
into any biography. They lived not 
merely in their own generation, but for 
all time. When we speak of the Eliza- 
bethan period we think of Shakespeare 
and Bacon, Raleigh and Spenser. The 
ministers and secretaries of state, with 
one or two exceptions, we scarcely re- 


UrgiMit.ur iguoliqms hmga. 

Noe.tc, parent quia v.itr sm-.rn.” 

Montrose happily combined the two, 
when in “My dear and only love” lie 
promises, 

“ I'll make thee, famous by my pen, 

And glorious by my sword.’* 

It is remarkable, and encouraging, how 
many of the greatest men have risen 
from the lowest rank, and triumphed 
over obstacles which might well have 
seemed insurmountable ; “ n ait. re ohseur, 
at. mourn* il lustre, ce. soul lew deux tenues 
de riuunaine lelicitA” 1 Kay, obscurity 
itself may be a source of honour, ami the 
very doubts as to Homers birthplace have 
contributed to his glory, seven cities, as we 
all know, laying claim to the great poet • 
“Smyrna, Rhodes, Colophon, Salients, Chios, 
Argos, Athena*. 1 ’ 

Take men of Science only. Ray was 
t he son of a blacksmith, Watt of a ship- 
wright, Franklin of a tallow -chandler, 
Dalton of a handloom weaver, FmtmhnlVr 
; of a glazier, Laplace of a farmer, Li imams 
of a poor curate, Faraday of a blacksmith ; 
George Stephenson was a working collier, 
Davy an apothecary’s assistant, Wheatstone 
a musical instruimmt maker ; Moulton, a the 
father of Birmingham,” was the son of a 
button-maker* ; Galileo, Kepler, Sprcngel, 
Cuvier, and Sir W. Herschel were all 
children of very poor parents. 

It is, on the other hand, sad to think 
how many of our greatest benefactors are 
unknown even by name. Who discovered 
j the art of procuring fire? Prometheus is 
1 merely the personification of forethought 
Who invented letters ? Cadmus is a 


member, and Bacon himself is recollected mere name. 

less as the Judge than as the Philosopher. Even as regards recent progress, the 
Moreover, to what do Generals' and steps are often ho gradual, and so numerous, 
.Statesmen owe their fame 1 They were that few inventions can be attributed un- 
celebrated for their deeds, but to the tirely, or even mainly, to any one peisoin 
Poet and the Historian they are indebted Columbus is said, and truly study to 
for their immortality, and to the Poet and have discovered ^ America, Giough the 
Historian we owe their glorious memories 
and the example of their virtues, 

“Vixens fortes an its Agamemnon a 

Multi ; eed oilmen ill&cmuabilea 


JN omnium were mere ueiore nun. 

We- Englishmen have every reason to 
be proud of our fellow-countrymen. To 
1 Jmibert, 
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take Philosophers and men of Science 
only, Bacon and Hobbes, Locke and 
Berkeley, Hume and Hamilton, will 
always he associated with the progress of 
human thought; Newton with gravita- 
tion, Adam Smith with Political Economy, 
Young with the undulatory theory of 
light, Herschel with the discovery of 
Uranus and the study of the star depths, 
Lord Worcester, Trevethick, and Watt 
with the steam-engine, Wheatstone with 
the electric telegraph, Jenner with the 
banishment of smallpox, Simpson with 
the practical application of anaesthetics, 
and Darwin with the creation of modern 
Natural History. 

These men, and such as these, have 
made our history and moulded our 
opinions ; and though during life they 
may have occupied, comparatively, an 
insignificant space in the eyes of* their 
countrymen, they became at length an 
irresistible power, and have now justly 
grown to a glorious memory. 


CHAPTER II 

WEALTH 

“The rich and poor meet together : tlio Lord 
is the maker of them all.” — pRovmms on 
Solomon. 

Ambition often takes the form of a love 
of money. There are many who have 
never attempted Art or Music, Poetry or 
Science ; but most people do something 
for a livelihood, and consequently an 
increase of income is not only acceptable 
in itself, but gives a pleasant feeling of 
success. 

Doubt is indeed often expressed whether 
wealth is any advantage. I do not my- 
self believe that those who are born, as 
the saying is, with a silver spoon in their 
mouth, are necessarily any the happier for 
it. No doubt wealth entails almost more 
labour than poverty, and certainly more 
anxiety. Still it must, I think, be con- 
fessed that the possession of an income 
whatever it.may be, which increases some- 


what as the years roll on, docs add to the 

comfort of life. But this is of course on 
the supposition that you are master of 
your money, that tlio money is not master 
of you. 

Unquestionably tin*, possession of wealth 
is attended by many drawbacks. Money 
and the love of money often go together, 
The poor man, as Emerson says, is the 
man who wishes to be rich ; and the more 
a man bus, tlio more lie often longs to 
be richer. Just as drinking often does 
but increase thirst ; so in many cases the 
craving for riches grows with wealth. 

This is, of course, especially the case 
when money is sought for its own sake. 
Moreover, it is often easier to make money 
than to keep or to enjoy it. Keeping it 
is dull and anxious drudgery. The dread 
of loss may hang like a dark cloud over 
life. Seneca tells us that when Apicius 
had squandered most of his patrimony, 
but had still 250,000 crowns left, he 
committed suicide, for fear he should die 
of hunger. 

Wealth is certainly no sinecure. More- 
over, the value of money depends partly 
on knowing what to do with it, partly 
on the manner in which it; is acquired. 

“Acquire money, thy friends say, that 
we also may have some. If I can acquire 
money and also keep myself modest, and 
faithful, and magnanimous, point out the 
way, and I will acquire it. But if you 
ask me to lose the. things which are good 
and my own, in order that you may gain 
things that are not good, see how unfair 
and unwise you are. For which would 
you rather have ? Money, or a faithful 
and modest friend, . , . 

u What hinders a man, who has clearly 
comprehended these things, from living 
with a light heart, and bearing easily the 
reins, quietly expecting everything which 
can happen, and enduring that which has 
already happened ? Would you have me 
to bear poverty ? Come, and you will 
know what poverty is when it has found 
one who can act well the part of a poor 
man ” 1 

1 Epictetus, 



CHAP. II 


WEALTH 


55 


We must bear in mind Solon’s answer 
to Croesus, “Sir, if any other come that 
hath better iron than you, he will be 
master ot all this gold. ’ 

Midas is another case in point. He 
prayed that everything he touched might 
be turned into gold, and this prayer was 
granted. His wine turned to gold, his 
bread turned to gold, his clothes, his very 
bed. 

“Attonitus novitato nrnli, divasque inismiue, 
Effugere optat opes, ot qvuw motto voverat, edit." 

fie is by no means the only man who 
has suffered from too much gold. 

The real truth I take to he that wealth 
is not necessarily an advantage, hut that 
whether it is so or not depends on the 
use we make of it. The same, however, 


wlmt was barely necessary, he felt him- 
self narrowed, and would lose more than 
half his talents.” 

Shelley was certainly not an avaricious 
man, and yet u I desire money,” he said, 
u because I think I know the use of it. 
If commands labour, it gi ves leisure ; and to 
give leisure to those who will employ it in 
the forwarding of truth is the noblest present 
an individual can make to the whole.” 
( odd is the modern A 1 add in’s lamp. 

Many will have felt with IVpys when 
he quaintly and piously nays, “Abroad 
with my wife, the first time that ever 1 
rode in my own coach ; which do make 
my heart rejoice and praise God, ami pray 
him to bless it to me, and continue it.” 

This, indeed, was a somewhat selfish 
satisfaction. Vet the merchant need not 


might he said of most other opportunities j quit nor be ashamed of his profession, 
and privileges ; Knowledge ami Strength, ! bearing in mind only the inscription on 
Beauty and Skill, may all he abused ; if j the Church of St. Giacomo de Rialto at 
we neglect or misuse them we are worse j Venice : " Around this temple let the 
off than if we never had them. Wealth 1 merchant*# law he just, Iris weights true, 
is a disadvantage in the hands of those | and his covenants faithful. ” 1 
only who' do not know how to use* it, j If, however, the lift; itself haa been suert* 
It gives the command of so many other | iked to the 'in! ling up of money for its own 
things — leisure, the power of helping j wake, the very means by which it was ac* 
others, books, works of art, opportunities j quired will prevent its being enjoyed ; the 
and means of travel. j chill of poverty will have entered into the 

It would, however, he easy to ex agger- j very bones. The miser deprives himself 
ate the advantages of money. It is well j of everything, for fear lest some day he 
worth having, and worth working fur, ' should be deprived of something. The 
but it does not repay too great a sacri- j term Miser was happily chosen for such 
fice j not indeed ho great as is often offered ; persons ; they are essentially miserable, 
up to it. A wise proverb tells us that j u A collector peeps into all the picture 
gold may be bought too dear. I f wealth ; shops of Europe for n landscape of Poussin, 
is to be valued because it gives leisure, \ a crayon sketch of Salvator; but, the 
clearly it would he a mistake to sacrifice j Transfiguration, the List Judgment, the 
leisure in the struggle for wealth. Riches ; ( tom m union of St. Jerome, ami what tuts 
have no doubt also a tendency to make! as transcendent as these, are on the walk 
men poor in spirit. But, on the other I of the Vatican, the Utli/i, or the Louvre, 
hand, what gift is there which is without ; where every footman may see them ; to 
danger?. ^ ! say nothing of Nature*# pictures in every 

Euripides said that money finds friends j street, of sunsets and sunrises every day, 
for men, and lias great (ho said the j and the sculpture of the human body 
greatest) power among Mankind, cynically j; never absent A collector recently bought 
adding, “Mighty indeed is a rich man, at public auction in London, for on® 
'especially if his heir be unknown,” hundred and fifty-seven guineas, an auto* 

Bosauet tells us that “ he had no graph of Shakespeare ; but for nothing a 
attachment to riches, still if he had only * > Ruskim 
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schoolboy can read Hamlet, and can detect 
secrets of highest concernment yet un- 
published therein.” 1 And yet “ What 
hath the owner but the sight of it with 
his eyes ¥ ” 2 

We arc really richer than we think. 
We often hear of Earth hunger. People 
envy a great Landlord, and fancy how 
delightful it must he to possess a large 
estate. But, too often, as Emerson says, 
“if you own land, the land owns you.” 
Moreover, have we not all, in a better 
sense — have we not all thousands of acres 
of our own ? The commons, and roads, 
and footpaths, and the seashore, our grand 
and varied coast— these are nil ours. 
The sea-coast has, moreover, two groat 
advantages. In the first place, it is for 
the most part hut little interfered with 
by man, and in the second it exhibits most 
instructively the forces of Nature. 

We are, indeed, all great landed pro- 
prietors, if we only knew it. What wo 
lack is not land, but the power to enjoy it. 
This great inheritance has the additional 
advantage that it entails no labour, requires 
no management. The landlord has the 
trouble, but the landscape belongs to 
every one who has eyes to see it. Thus 
Kingsley called the heaths round Eversley 
his “ winter garden ” ; not because they 
were his in the eye of the law, but in that 
higher sense in which ten thousand persons 
may own the same thing. 


PART II 


CHAPTER III 

HEALTH 

“ Health is best for mortal man ; next beauty ; 
thirdly, well gotten wealth; fourthly, the 
pleasure of youth among friends.” 

Simonides. 

But if there has been some difference of 
opinion as to tbe advantage of wealth 
with reference to health all are agreed. ’ 
a Health,” said Simonides long ago “ is 
best for mortal man ; next beauty • thirdly 
well gotten wealth ; fourthly, the pleasure 
1 Emerson. 2 Solomon< 


, of youth among friends.” “ n 

LniifjfeHiiw, ;• Without health is a botdm 

witli health is a joy ami gladness” Em’ 
pedoelcs delivered the people of’ Selinus 

nm \ il h >' (lrai,li "« a marsh, ^ 

was hailed as a Oemi^d. We are told 
Ui/it a emu was struck in his honour re- 
presenting the Philosopher in the act of 
slaying the hand of Pbmbus. 

We scarcely realise, I think, how mucli 
we owe In Doctors. Our system of Modi- 
due Kt-i-niH bo natural and obvious that it 
hardly occurs to us as something new and 
exceptional. When we are ill we send for 
a 1 hvsician ; he prescribes some medicine • 
we take it, and pay bis fee. But, among 
tbe lower races of men pain and illness 
are often attributed to the presence of evil 
spirits. The Medicine Man is a Priest, or 
rather a Sorcerer, more than a true Doctor, 
and his effort; is to exorcise the evil Spirit! 

In other countries where some advance 
has been made, a (’harm is written on a 
board, washed oil, and drunk. In some 
cases the medicine is taken, not by the 
patient, hut by lie; Doctor. Such a ays- 
bun, however, is generally transient; it is 
naturally discouraged by the Profession, 
and is indeed incompatible with a large 
practice. Even as regards the payment 
wo find very different systems," The 
Oil in esc pay their medical man as long as 
they are wel l, and stop his salary as soon 
as they are ill. In ancient Egypt we are 
told that the patient feeM the .Doctor for the 
first lew days, after which t he Doctor paid 
the patient until he made him well. This 
is a fascinating system, hut might afford 
too much temptation to heroic, remedies. 

On the whole our plan seems the best, 
though it does not offer adequate encour- 
age men t to discovery and research. There 
is probably some cure for cancer if we did 
but know it. If, however, the substantial 
rewards of discovery are inadequate, we 
ought to be all the more?, grateful to such 
men as Hunter and Jenirnr, Simpson and 
Lister. And yet in the matter of health 
we can generally do more for ourselves 
than any Doctor can for us. 

For if all are agreed as to the blessing'. 
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of health, there are many who will n-t 
take the little trouble, or submit to the 
slight sacrifices, necessary to maintain it. 
Many indeed, deliberately ruin their own 
health, and incur the certainty of an early 
grave, or an old age of suffering. _ 

No doubt some inherit a constitution 
which renders health almost unattainable. 
Pope spoke of that long disease, his life. 
Many indeed may say, “ L suffer, therefore. 

I am.” But happily these cases are excep- 
tional. Most of us might; be well, if we 
would. It is very much our own fault 
that we are ill. We do those things 
which we ought not to do, and we leave 
undone those things which we ought to 
have done, ami then we wonder that there 
is no health in us. 

Like Naaman, we expect our health to 
be the subject of some miraculous interfer- 
ence, and neglect the homely precautions 
by which it might he secured. 

We all know that we can make ourselves 
ill, but few perhaps realise how much we 
can do to keep ourselves well. Much of 
our suffering is sol bin dieted. It has been | 

observed that among the ancient, Egyptians j 
it seemed the chief aim of life to be well j 
buried, Many, however, live even now j 
as if this were the principal object of their j 
existence. j 

I am inclined to doubt whether the j 
study of health is sufficiently impressed j 
on the minds of those entering life. Not j 
that it is desirable to potter over minor j 
ailments, to con over books on illnesses, j 
or experiment on ourselves with medicine, j 
Far from it. The less we fancy ourselves j 
ill, or bother about little bodily discom- 
forts, the more likely perhaps we are to 
preserve our health. 

It is, however, a different matter to 
study the general conditions of health. A 
well-known proverb tells us that, by the 
time he is forty, every one is either a fool 
or a physician. Unfortunately, however, 
many persons arc invalids at forty im well 
as physicians. 

1 • Ill-health, however, is no excuse for 
' ill-temper. If we have one disease we 


we. arc escaping the rest. Sydney Smith, 
ever ready to look on the bright side ot 
things even when borne down by suffer- 
ing, wrote to a friend that he. had gout., 
asthma, and seven other maladies, but 
was “otherwise very well”; ami many 
of the greatest invalids have borne their 
sufferings with cheerfulness and good 
spirits. 

It is said that, the celebrated physiog- 
nomist, (Jam panel la, cou ld so abst ract his 
attention from any sufferings of his body, 
that he was even aide to endure the rack 
without much pain ; and whoever lias the 
power of concentrating his attention and 
controlling his will, can emancipate him- 
self from most of the minor miseries of 
life, lie may have much cause for anxiety, 
his body may be the seat of severe suffer- 
ing, and yet his mind will remain serene 
and unaffected ; he may triumph over care 
and pain. 

It is sad to think how much unnecessary 
suffering lias been caused, and bow many 
valuable lives have been lost, through 
ignorance or carelessness. We cannot 
but fancy that the lives of many great 
men might have been much prolonged, by 
this exercise of a little, ordinary care. 

If we take musicians only, what a 
grievous loss to the world it is that Per- 
golem should have died at twenty-six, 
Schubert at thirty-one, Mozart at thirty- 
five, Purcell at thirty-seven, and Mendels- 
sohn at thirty-eight 

In the old Greek myth the life of 
Meleager was indissolubly connected by 
fate with the existence of a particular 
log of wood, As long as this was kept 
safe by A HI i tea, bin mother, Meleager bore 
a charmed life. It seems wonderful that 
we do not watch with equal care over our 
| body, on the state of which our life, peace, 
j and happiness so much depend. 

| The requisite!! of health are 
! enough : regular habits, daily e* 
deanlincfts, and moderation in all 
—in eating as well aa in drinking— 
keep most people well. 

! need not here dwell on tl 


may at least congratulate ourselves that j alcohol* but we perhaps scam 
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how much of the suffering and ill-humour 
of life is due to over-eating. Dyspepsia, 
for instance, from which so many suffer, 
is in nine cases out of ten their own fault, 
and arises from the combination of too 
much food with too little exercise. To 
lengthen your life, says an old proverb, 
shorten your meals. Plain living and 
high thinking will secure health for most 
of us, though it matters, perhaps, com- 
paratively little what a healthy man eats, 
so long as he does not eat too much. 

“ Go to your banquet then, but um delight, 

So as to rise still with an appetite.” 1 

Mr. Gladstone has told us that the 
splendid health he enjoyed was greatly due 
to his having early learnt one simple 
physiological maxim, and laid it down as 
a rule for himself always to make twenty- 
five bites at every bit of meat. 

No doubt, however, though the rule not 
to eat or drink too much is simple enough 
in theory, it is not quite so easy in applica- 
tion. There have been many Esaus who 
have sold their birthright of health for a 
mess of pottage. 

Yet, though it may seem paradoxical, 
it is certainly true, that in the long run 
the moderate man will derive more enjoy- 
ment even from eating and drinking, than 
the glutton or the drunkard will ever 
obtain. They know not what it is to 
enjoy “ the exquisite taste of common 
dry bread.” 2 

Even then if we were to consider 
merely the pleasure to be derived from 
eating and drinking, the same rule would 
hold good. A lunch of bread and cheese 
after a good walk is more enjoyable than 
a Lord Mayor’s feast. Without wishing, 
like Apicius, for the neck of a stork, so 
as to enjoy onr dinner longer, we must 
not be ungrateful for the enjoyment we 
derive from eating and drinking, even 
though they be amongst the least aesthetic 
of our pleasures. They are homely, 
no doubt, but they come morning, noon, 
and night, and are not the less real 

1 Herrick > 2 Hamerton. 


because, they have reference to the body 
rather than the soul. ^ 

We speak truly of a healthy appetite 
lor it is a good test of our bodily condi! 
tion ; and indeed in some cases of our 
mental state also. That 

u There eomc.th no good tiling 
Apart from toil to mortals,” 

is especially true with reference to appe* 
tile ; to sit down to a dinner, however 
simph*, after a walk with a friend among 
the mountains or along the shore, is a 
pleasure not to be despised. 

Cheerfulness and good humour, more- 
over, during meals are not only pleasant 
in themselves, but conduce greatly to 
health. 

It has been said that hunger is the 
best sauce, but most would prefer some 
good stories at a feast, even to a good 
appetite; and who would not like to 
have it said of him, as of Biron by 
Rosaline — 

“ A merrier man, 

Within the limit of becoming mirth, 

I never spent, an hour's talk withal." 

In the throe great “Banquets” of 
Plato, Xenophon, and Plutarch, the food 
is not even mentioned. 

In the words of the old Lambeth 
adage * 

“ Wliai is a merry man ? 

Let him * I • > all he can 
To entertain his guests 
With wine and pleasant jests, 

Vet if his wife do frown 
All rnerrymeut goes down.” 

Wlmt salt is to food, wit and humour 
are to conversation and literature. “You 
do not,” an amusing writer in the Gornhill 
has said, “ expect humour in Thomas i 
Kernpis or the Hebrew Prophets”; but 
we have Solomon’s authority that there is 
a time to laugh, as well as to weep. 

u To read a good comedy is to keep 
the best company in the world, when the 
best things are said, and the most amus- 
ing things happen.” 1 

It is not without reason that every one 

1 Mitt. 
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resents the imputation of being unable to 
^ Laughter appears to be the speeial 

prerogative of man. The lugber annual, 
present us with proofs ot evnlont, ii no , 
Mshlv-developed reasoning power, but it 
is more than doubtful whether they are 

capable of appreciating a joke. 

Wit, moreover, has solved many min- 
culties’and decided many controversies. 

“Ridicule shall frequently prevail, 

I And cut the knot when graver reasons iaiL 

The most wasted of all days, says 
Chamfort, is that on which one has not 

laughed. 

A careless song, says Walpole, “with 
a little nonsense in it now and then, dues 
not misbecome a monarch; hut it is 
difficult now to realise that James 1, 
should have regarded skill in punning in 
his selection of bishops and privy coun- 
cillors. 

It is no small merit of laughter that it; 
is quite spontaneous. u You cannot force 
people to laugh; you cannot give a 
reason why they should laugh ; they 
must laugh of themselves or not at all. 

. . . If we think we must not laugh, 
this makes our temptation to laugh the 
greater.” 2 Humour is, moreover, con- 
tagious. A witty man may say, as Fai 
staff does of himself, “ I am not only 
witty in myself, but tlm cause that wit is 
in other men.” 

One may paraphrase the well-known 
remark about port wine and say that 
some jokes may be better than others, but 
anything which makes one laugh is good. 
“After all,” says Dryden, “it is a good 
thing to laugh at any rate ; and if a straw 
can tickle a man, it is an instrument ot 
happiness,” ami 1 may add, of health, 

I have been told that in omitting any 
mention of smoking 1 was overlooking 
one of the real pleasures of life. Not 
being a smoker myself I cannot perhaps 
judge ; to some nervous natures it cer- 
tainly appears to he a great comfort ; but 
there is the serious risk of smoking too 
1 Francis. 9 Hazlitt. 


much, and in any case .1 have my doubts 
whether smoking, as a general rule, does 
add to the pleasures of life. It must, de- 
tract somewhat from the sensitiveness ot 
taste and of smell, and 1 doubt the wis- 
dom of spending time and. money on the 
creation of an unnecessary want. 

Those who live in cities may almost lay 
it down as a rule that no time spent out of 
doors is ever wasted. Fresh air is a cordial 
| of incredible virtue ; old families are in all 
j Simses county families, not town families ; 

| and those who prefer Homer and Plato anil 
j Shakespeare to rivers and forest sand moun- 
tains must beware that they are nut tempted 
to neglect this great requisite of our nature. 

An Oriental traveller, having been taken 
to watch n game of cricket, was astonished 
at hearing that many of those playing were 
rich men. He asked why they did not pay 
some poor people to do it for them. 

Happily, however, most Engl ish men 
love the open air, and it is probably true 
that most of m enjoy a game at cricket or 
golf more than looking at any of the old 
masters. The love of sport is engraven 
in the English character. As was said of 
William Rufus, u he loves the tall deer a« 
if he had been their father/’ 

Wordsworth made it a rule to go out 
every day, and used, to say that as he 
never consulted the weather, he never had 
to consult the physicians. 

It always seems to be raining harder 
than it really is when yon look at the 
weather through the window, Even in 
winter, though the landscape often seems 
cheerless and bare enough when you look 
at it from the fireside, still it is far be Wo* 
to go out, even if you have to brave ' 
storm : when you are once out of < 
the touch of earth and the breath ol 
fresh uir will give yon new life 
energy. Men, like trees, live in gr 
part on air. 

After a gallop over the downs, a row 
on the river, a sea voyage, a walk by the 
seashore or In the woods, 

“ The blue above, the music in the air, 

The flowers upon the ground,” 1 ____ 


1 Trench. 
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one feels as if one could say with Henry 
IV., “ Je me porte comine le Pont Neuf,” 

Tlie Roman proverb that a child should 
be taught nothing which lie cannot learn 
standing up, went no doubt into one 
extreme, but surely we fall into another 
when we act as if games were the only 
thing which boys could learn upon their 
feet. 

The love of games among boys is 
indeed a healthy instinct, and though 
carried too far in some of our great 
schools, there can be no question that 
cricket and football, lives and hockey, 
bathing and boating, are not only among 
the greatest pleasures, but the best medi- 
cines, for boys. 

We cannot always secure sleep. When 
important decisions have to be taken, the j 
natural anxiety to come to a right conclu- 
sion will often keep us awake. Nothing 
however, Is more conducive to healthy 
sleep than plenty of open air. Then in- 
deed we can enjoy the fresh life of the 
early morning : “ the breezy call of in- 
cense-breathing morn. 7 ’ 1 

“At morn the blackcock trims his jetty wing, 
’Tis morning prompts the linnet's blithest 
lay, 

All Nature's children feel the matin spring 
Of life reviving, with reviving day." 

Epictetus described himself as “a 
spirit bearing about a corpse.” That 
seems to me an ungrateful description. 
Surely we ought to cherish the body, even 
if it be but a frail and humble companion. 
Do we not owe to the eye our enjoyment 
of the beauties of this world and the 
glories of the Heavens ; to the ear the 
voices of friends and all the delights of 
music; are not the hands most faithful 
and invaluable servants, ever ready in 
case of need, ever willing to do our 
bidding ? and even the feet bear us with- 
out a murmur along the roughest and 
stoniest paths of life. 

With reasonable care, most of us may 
hope to enjoy good health. And yet 
what a marvellous and complex organisa- 
tion we have ! 

1 Gray. 


Wo, are indeed fearfully and wonder- 
fully made. It is 

u Strange that a harp of a thousand strings 
Should keep in tame so long.” J 

When we consider the marvellous com- 
plexity of cm r bodily organisation, it 
seems a miracle that we should live at 
all ; much more that the innumerable 
organs and processes should continue dav 
after day and year after year with so 
much regularity and so little friction 
that we are sometimes scarcely conscious 
of having a body at all. 

And yet in that body we have more 
than 200 hones, of complex and varied 
forms, any irregularity in, or injury to, 
which would of course grievously inter- 
fere with our movements. 

We have over f>00 muscles ; each 
nourished by almost innumerable blood- 
vessels, and regulated by nerves. One 
of our muscles, the heart, beats over 

30.000. 000 times in a year, and if it 
once stops, all is over. 

In the skin are wonderfully varied 
and complex organs for instance, over 

2.000. 000 perspiration glands, which 
regulate the temperature, communicating 
with the surface by ducts which have a 
total length of some ten miles. 

Think of, the. miles of arteries and veins, 
of capillaries and nerves ; of the blood, 
with the millions of millions of blood 
corpuscles, each a microcosm in itself. 

Think of the organs of sense, — the eye 
with its cornea ami lens, vitreous humour, 
aqueous 1 1 u m o 1 1 r, an d c 1 1 oro id , eu 1 mi nafcing 
in the retina, no thicker than a sheet of 
paper, and yet consisting of nine distinct 
layers, the innermost composed of rods 
anct cones, supposed to be. the immediate 
recipients of the undulations of light, 
and so numerous that in each eye the 
cones are estimated at over 3,000,000, 
the rods at over 3 0,000, 000. 

Above all, and moat wonderful of all, 
the brain itself. Meinert has calculated 
that tlie gray matter alone contains 1 , no' 
less than 600,000,000 cells; each cell 
consists of several thousand visible mole- : 
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cules, and each, molecule again oi many 
millions of atoms. 

And yet, with reasonable care, we can 
most of us keep this wonderful organ.sa 

“on in health, so that >t wall work with- 
out causing us pain, or even d.scon, ort, 
for many years ; and we may hope, that 
even when old age corned 

“Time may lay his hand 
Upon your heart gentiy, not .smiting it, 

But as a harper lays his open palm 
Upon his harp, to deaden its vibrations. 

Oil A. mi It IV 

LOVK 

avee ueux qu’on uime, cela sit flit." 

La BnuykuK, 


Lovia is the light ami sunshine of life. 
We cannot fully enjoy uumdves, or any- 
thing else, unless some one we love enjoys 
it with us* Even if we. are alone, we 
store up our enjoyment in hope of shar- 
ing it hereafter with those we love. 

Love lasts through life, and adapts 
itself to every ago ami eiivumstance ; in 
childhood for father and ^ mother, in man- 
hood for wife, in age for children, and 
throughout for brothers ami sisters, rela- 
tions and. friends. 


To this a look, to that a word, dispenses, 

And, whether stern or smiling, loves them 
still; — 

Ho Providence for us, high, infinite, 

Makes mu* necessities its watchful ta.sk, 
Hearkens to all our prayers, helps all our 
wants, 

And e’en if it denies what seems our right, 
Kither denies because ’twonld have, us ask, 
Or seems hut to deny, and in deny ing 
grants.” 1 

Sir Walter Scott well says 

M Amt if there he a human tear 
Prom passion's dross * ! re lined and clear, 

"Pis that which pious fathers shed 
Upon a duteous daughter’s head.' 

Kpamiiumdas is said to have given as ■ 
his main reason for rejoicing tit the victory 
of Leuetra, that it would give so much 
pleasure to his father ami mother. 

Nor must the love of animals he 
altogether omitted. It is impossible not 
to sympathise with the Savage when, he 
believes in their immortality, and thinks 
that after death 

“ Admitted to that, equal sky, 

Mis faithful dog shall hear him company .” 3 

In the MnlmbhivmUi, the great Indian 
ICpie, when the family of Fain lavas, the 
heroes, at length reach the gates of 
heaven, they are welcomed themselves, 
lmt are told that their dog cannot cumo 


» There breathes not a breath of the morning air, 
But the spirit of Love is moving there . ' 1 

The strength of friendship is indeed 
proverbial, and in Home eases, as in that 
of David and Jonathan, is described as 
surpassing the love of women. But l 
used not now refer to it, having spoken 
'already of what we owe to friends. 

The goodness of Providence to man has 
been often compared to that of fathers 
and mothers for their children, 

* 4 Just as a mother* with sweet, pious face, 

■ Yearns towards her little children from her 
■ seat, 

Gives one a kiss, another an embrace, 

■."Takes tins upon her knees, that on her fact j 
''' And while from actions, looks, complaint#, 
pretcnc.es, 

She learns their feelings and their various 
will, 


in. Having pleaded in vain* they turn 
to depart, ns they say they can^ never 
leave their faithful companion* Then at 
the last moment the Angel at the door 
relents, and their Dog is allowed to enter 
with them. 

We may hope the time will come when 
we shall learn 

u Never to blend our pleasure or our pride* 

With sorrow of the meanest thing that lotus. 

But at the present moment I am speak- 
ing rather of the love which leads to mar- 
riage, Such love is the music of life, nay, 
“there is music in the beauty, and the 
silent note of love, far sweeter than the 
sound of any instrument.” 5 

x EiUatjtt. Translated by Leigh Hunt, ■ 
s Not from passion itself* * Fope. 

* Wordsworth. " Browne,- 


1 Macdonald. 
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The Symposium of Plato contain* an ox \ 
quisite and amusing disquisition on Love, 
“Love,” Phaodrus is made to sav, “will ! 
make men dare to die for tlmir beloved— ’ 
love alone ; and women as well as men. 
Of this, Alcestis, the daughter of lVlias, I 
is a monument to all Hellas ; for she was 
willing to lay down her life on behalf of 
her husband, when no one else would 
although he had a father and mother • 
but the tenderness of her love so far ex ' 1 
seeded theirs, that she made them seem 
to be strangers in blood to their own son i 
and m name only related to him ; and so ; 
noble did this action of hers appear to the j 
gods, as well as to men, that among the j 
many who have done virtuously she is I 
one of the very few to whom they have i 
granted the privilege of returning to" earth ! 
m admiration of her virtue ; such exceed- i 
mg honour is paid by them to the dove- ' 
tion and virtue of love.” 

Agathon is even more eloquent— 

Love “fills men with affection, and 
takes away their disaffection, making them I 
meet together at such banquets as these. | 

In sacrifices, leasts, dances, he is our lord i 
suppy lug kindness and banishing un- 
kmdness, giving friendship and forgivin- i 
enmity, the joy of the good, the Voncl.£ | 
oi the wise, the amazement of the gods 
desired by those who have no part in him’ 
and precious to those who have the better 
. in inn ; parent of delicacy, luxury 
desire, fondness, softness, grace, regardful 
ot the good, regardless of the evil, in 
every word, work, wish, fear — pilot, com- 
rade, helper saviour ; glory of gods and 

foo stem ft Stand bri 6 lltest : in whose 
footsteps let every man follow, sweetly 

singing m his honour that sweet strain 

love charms the sduls of gS 

No doubt, even so there are two 
I'Oves, one, the daughter of Uranus 
who has no mother, and is the elder and 
wiser goddess ; and the other, the daughter 

iS”? w7? ’ io “ «d 

IS "• oS „ ua not examine too 

y. Chanty tells us even of Quine 
-re, “that while she lived, she 


lover and therefore she had a L 

'evil. Tim W.viuiHwiuiu'cTOtlMum 1 !^^ 
spiveh which Plato attributes in 
Aristophanes, and of wliicl, Jowltt ot 
serves that nothing i„ Amto^ 
more truly Aiistopbanio. 1 68 

'Hie original, human nature be 
was ,mt like the present. The’ hj 
Man was round,'- his back and sides form. 
■'■K a circle ; ami he bad four hands and 

."" r , "' !wl with two faces, look- 

mg opposite ways, set on a round m* 
and precisely alike. He. could walk 
upright, as men now do, backwards or 

isoTi? iiH un ' 1 i,e 

also loll over and over at a great rate, 
whirling round on his four hands and 
mill cot eight in all, like tumhlcrs going 
°ver ;J»'i over with llmir legs in the 
m" , was when he wanted to run fast 
terrible was their might and strength, and 
he thoughts of their hearts were great, and 
they made, mi attack upon the gods; of 
them m told the tale of < Hys and Ephialtea, 
who, Homer says, dared to scale heaven, 
.and would have laid hands upon the gods 
! I oubt reigned in the celestial councils 
Mmuld they kill them and annihilate the 
nice with thunderbolts, as they had done 
',!*■ giants, then there would ho an end 
of the sacrifices and worship which men 
ottered to them ; but, on the other hand, 
the gods could not suffer their insolence 
to be. unrestrained. At last, after a good 
beat of reflection, Zeus discovered a way. 
He said : ‘ Mcthinks I have a plan which 
will humble their pride and mend their 
manners ; they shall continue to exist, but 
, , , cut , thl ‘ ni il1 two, whith will have a 
double advantage, for it, will halve their 
strength and we shall have twice us many 
sacrifices. They shall walk upright on 
wo egs, and if they continue insolent and 
wi not be quiet, I will split them again 
and they shall hop on a single leg.’ He 
spoke and cut men in two, 1 as you might 


1 Malory, itortc dl A rthur. 
1 avnil “yself of l>r, Jewett’s tra 


translation 
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split an egg with .1 W •• • 
division the two parte of man, earl, de- 
siring his other half, came together. . . . 
So ancient is the desire lor one another 
which is implanted in us, reuniting our 
original nature, making one of two, and 
healing the state of man. Kadi of us when 
separated is but the indenture of a man, 
having one side only, like a (lat-iish, j 
and he is always looking for his other j 


uiiu. ; 

“And when one of them finds Ins other ; 
half, the pair are lost in amazement, ofj 
love and friendship and intimacy, and | 
one will not bo out of the other's sight, j 
as I may say, even for a minute : they 
will pass their whole, lives together ; yet 
they could not explain what they desire 
of one another. For the intense yearn- 
ing which each of them has towards the 
other does not appear to he the desire of 
lovers’ intercourse, hut of something else, ; 
which the soul of either evidently desires \ 
and cannot tell, and of which she has; 
only a dark and doubtful presentiment.” 

However this may be, there is such in- 
stinctive insight in the human, heart, 
that we often form our opinion almost 
instantaneously, and such impressions 
seldom change, I might even say, they 
are seldom wrong. Love at first sight 
sounds like an imprudence, and, yet is 
almost a revelation. It seems as if we 
were but renewing the relations of a 
previous existence. 

* But to see her were to love her, 

Love hut her, and love fur ever.” 1 


Yet though experience seldom falsifies 
such a feeling, happily the reverse does 
not hold good. Deep affection is often of 
slow growth. Many a warm love has 
been won by faithful devotion, 

Montaigne indeed declares that u Few 
have married for love without repent ing 
it,” Dr. Johnson also maintained that 
marriages would generally be happier if 
they were arranged, by the Lord Chan- 
cellor ; but I do not think either Mon- 
taigne or Johnson were good judges. As 
* Burns, , , 


Lancelot said to the unfortunate Maid of 
Astolat, “ 1 love not to be forced to love, 
for love must arise of the heart and not 
by constraint.” 1 

Love defies distance and the elements ; 
Sestos and. Abydos are divided by the 
sea, 4 4 but Love joined them by an arrow 
from bis bow,” 2 

Love can be happy anywhere. Byron 
wished 

“ () that the desert, were my dwelling-place, 
With one tair Spirit lor my minister. 

That I might, all forget the human vaee, 

And, hating no one, love hut only her.” 

And many will doubtless have felt 

** 0 Love ! what hours wen* thine and mine. 

In lands of palm and southern pine, 
in lauds of palm, of orange-blossom, 

Of olive, aloe, and maize and vine,'* 

What is true of space holds good equally 
of t ime. 

a In peace. Love tunes the shepherd's reed ; 

In war, he mounts the warrior’s steed ; 

In halls, in gay attire is seen ; 

In hamlets, dane.es on the green. 

Love rules the court, the camp, the grove, 
And men below, and saints above ; 

For love is heaven, and heaven is love.’ 1 :t 

Even when, aa among some Eastern 
races, Religion and Philosophy have corn- 
j Lined to depress Love, truth reasserts 
| itself in popular sayings, as for instance 
jin the Turkish proverb, w All women are/ 
perfection, especially she who loves you ” * 

A French lady having once quoted to 
Abd-ebKader the Polish proverb, H A 
woman draws more with a hair of her 
| head than a yoke of oxen well harnessed j ” 
j he answered with a smile, u The hair is 
| unnecessary, woman is powerful as fate.” 

But we like to think of Love rather as 
the Angel of Happiness than as a ruling 
force: of the joy of home when u hearts 
are of each oilier sure” 

“ It is the secret sympathy, 

The silver link, the silken tie, 

Which heart to heart, and mind to mind 
In body and. in soul can bind.” 4 


1 Malory, A forte, d'A rtkur. 

* Symonds. 3 Scott 4 Ibid 
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What Bacon says of a friend is (wen | 
truer of a wife ; there is “ no man that ! 
imparteth his joys to his friend, hut he j 
joyeth the more ,* and no man that j 
imparteth his griefs to his friend, hut In- j 
grieve tli the lcm” 

Let some one we love come near us ami 

“ At once it; scorns that something now or 
strange 

Has passed upon the flowers, tin* trees, the 
ground ; 

Some slight but unintelligible change 
Ou everything around,” 1 


PART n 


(Jlistoring with dew 


fi-aem.it the fertile earft 
tt !« comiug. n , 

. ; , lk! n silent night 

1‘oaven, her starry 


A tier st i!t showers ; hihI 1 

’"“•i ; ^; u 


of 


How true is the saying of La Ilruyitn*, 
“ Rtro avec ceux qu’on aime, cola audit.” 

We might, I think, apply to Love what 
Homer says of Fate : 

“ Her foot are tender, for alio seta lior stops 

Not on tlio ground, but on the heads of men," 

Love and Reason divide the life of man 
We must give to each its due. Jf it j„, 
impossible to attain to virtue by the aid j 
of Love without Reason, neither can we 
do so by means of Reason alone without 
Love. 

Love, said Mdanippides, “sowing in 
the heart of man the sweet harvest, of 
desire, mixes the sweetest and most 
beautiful things together.” 

“ Love is kind, and suiters long, 

Love is meek, and thinks no wrong. 

Love than death itself mom strong— 
Therefore give us Love.” ' 

No one indeed could complain now, 
with Phaedrus in Plato’s Symposium, 
that Love has had no worshippers among 
the Poets. On the contrary Love has 
brought them many of their' sweetest in- 
spirations : none perhaps nobler or more 

Paradise^ ^ Milt ° n ’ s descri Ption of 


or gmmrui 

With this Ik 
Ami the <e tin. 
train. 

^ 

,mr f, » *» 
W.Th 1 Ti^A"' ; silo.it nigbt 

Mill, tills iirr snlcmu l.ii-,1 . I„„., v ,, , ‘W 

I *r glittering starlight, wil|„ mt tl.'.m isLveoV- 


Moreover, „„ ,„ u . need despair of an 
idea marriage. We Ibrl uuately differ so 
11,110 1 1,1 ta «les ; love does so much to 
create love, that even the humblest may 
hope for a most, happy marriage if only 
he deserves it ; and Shakespeare speak 
as fie does so often, for thousand* when 
lie says 

1 , “ Nhc is mine own, 

And I m? rich in having such a jewel 
Ah twenty seas, if all their sands were pearls. 

1 lU' Water nectar, and the roe lea pure gold." 

I rue love indeed will not be unreason- 
able or exacting. 

“ Tell me not, sweet, 1 am unkind 
That from the nunnery 
Of thy e haste breast and quiet mind 
To war and arm ; I fly, 

True ! a new mistress now I chase, 

The first foe in the field, 

And with a stronger faith embrace 
( ( A, sword, a inir.se, a shield. 

\ et this ineonstaimy is such 
Ah you too shall adore, 

I could not love thou, dear, so- much, 
Loved I not honour more*" 1 


And yci 


‘ With thee conversing, I forget all timo, 

*«.«««« w, ; KTS. 


L Trench, 


“ Alas !' how light a ramie may move 
I hssenaiun between hearts that, love. ! 

I J carts that the world in vain hud tried, 

Ami sorrow but morn closely tied, ■ 

1 hat stood the storm, when waves were rough, ' • 
i ct in a sunny hour fall oft; 

Like, whips that have gone dmvn at sea, 

Whim heaven was all tranquillity,” 9 

Lw love h brittle, Do n ot risk even 
mkm * it may be 

f r|11 * i “The little rift within the lute, 
j A , a,uI by will make the music; mute, 

J And ever widening slowly silence all .” 8 


Lovekce. * Moore. * Tennyson. 
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Love is delicate ; “ Love is hurt with 
jar and fret,” and you might as well ex- 
pect a violin to remain in tune il roughly 
used, as Love to survive if chilled or 
driven into itself. But wliat a pleasure 
to keep it alive by 

“Little, nameless, un remembered acts 
Of kindness ami of love.” 1 

“She whom you loved mid chose,” flays 


The gift of heaven, and to yur trust, consigned ; j 
Honour her still, though not, with passion blind; 

Amlin her virtue, though you watch, mudide. 
Be to her youth a com tort, guardian, guide, 

In whose experience she may safely find ; 

And whether sweet or hitter he assigned, 

The joy with her, as well as pain, divide. 

Yield not too much if reason disapprove ; 

Norton much force ; the partner of your life 
Should neither victim he, nor tyrant prove. 

Thus shall that rein, which often mars the bliss 
Of wedlock, scarce be, felt ; and thus your wile 
Ne’er in the husband shall the lover miss. ’ tt 

Every one is ennobled by true love * — 

“ ’Tis better to have, loved, and lost 
Than never to have loved at all .” 3 

Perhaps no one ever praised a woman 
more gracefully in a sentence than Steele 
when he said of Lady Elizabeth Hastings 
that “to know her was a liberal educa- 
tion ” ; but every woman may feel as she, 
improves herself that. she. is not only 
laying in a store of happiness for herself, 
hut also raising and blessing those, whom 
she would most wish to see happy and 
good. 

Love, true, love, grows and deepens 
with time. Husband and wife, who art; 
married indeed, live 

“ By each other, till to love and live 
Be one ,” 4 

Nor does it end with life* A mother's 
love knows no bounds. 

“ They err who 'tell ns Love can die* 

With life all other passions fly, 

All others are but vanity* 

In Heaven Ambition cannot dwell, 

Nor Avarice in the vaults of Hell ; 

1 Wordsworth. 9 Bondi. Tr. by (Hansford. 
8 Tennyson. 4 Swinburne. 

E 


Earthly these passions of the Earth, 

They perish where they have their birth, 

But Love is indestructible ; 

Its holy flame for ever burnetii, 

Prom Heaven it came, to Heaven return oth ; 
Too oft ou Earth a troubled guest, 

At times deceived* at times opprest, 

It here is tried and purified, 

Then hath in Heaven its perfect rest : 

It soweth here with toil and care, 

But. the harvest time of Love is there. 

“ The Mother when she meets on high 
Thu Babe she lost in infancy, 

Hath she not then, for pains and fears, 

The day of woe, the. watchful night 
For all her sorrow, all her tears, 

An over-payment of delight i ” 1 

As life wears on the love of husband or 
wife, of friends and of children, becomes 
tin* great solace and delight of age. The 
one recalls the past, the other gives in 
t crest, to the future. ; and in our children 
we live our lives again. 


CHAPTER V 

ART 

“ High art consists neither in altering, nor in 
improving nature ; but in seeking throughout 
nature for ‘ whatsoever things are lovely, what- 
soever things are pure* ; in loving these, in dis- 
playing to the utmost of the painter’s power 
such loveliness as is in them, and directing the 
thoughts of others to them by winning art, or 
gentle emphasis. Art (ornterm paribus) is great 
in exact proportion to the love of beauty shown 
by the painter, provided that love of beauty 
forfeit no atom of truth/ 1 ’—Buskin. 

Tub most ancient works of Art which we 
possess, are represen tations of animals* 
rude indeed, but often strikingly charac- 
teristic* engraved on, or carved in, stag s- 
horn or bone ; and found in ^ English, 
/French* and German caves, with stone 
and other rude implements, and the re- 
mains of mammalia, belonging apparently 
to the close of the glacial epoch: not 
only of the deer, bear* and other animals 
now inhabiting temperate Europe, but 
of some, such as the reindeer, the musk 
sheep, the mammoth, and the woolly- 
1 Southey. 
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haired rhinoceros, which have either re- j 
treated north or become altogether ex- 
tinct We may even, I think, venture to 
hope that other designs may hereafter he 
found, which will give us additional in- 
formation as to the manners and customs 
of our ancestors in those remote ages. 

Next to these in point of antiquity 
come the sculptures and paintings on, 
Egyptian and Assyrian tombs, temples, 
and palaces. 

These ancient scenes, considered as 
works of art, have no doubt many faults, 
and yet how graphically they tell then 
story 1 As a matter of fact a king is not, 
as a rule, bigger than his soldiers, lmt in 
these battle-scenes he is always so repre- 
sented. We must, however, remember 
that in ancient warfare the greater part 
of the fighting was done by the chiefs. 
In this respect the Homeric poems re- 
semble the Assyrian and Egyptian repre- 
sentations. At any rate, we see at a 
glance which is the king, which are 
officers, which side is victorious, the 
struggles and sufferings of the wounded, 
the flight of the enemy, the city of refuge 
—so that he who runs may read ; while 
in modem battle -pictures the story is 
much less clear, and, indeed, the untrained 
eye sees for some time little but scarlet 
and smoke. 

These works assuredly possess a grandeur 
and dignity of their own, even though 
they have not the beauty of later art. 

In Greece Art reached a perfection 
which has never been excelled, and it 
was more appreciated than perhaps it has 
ever been since. 

At the time when Demetrius attacked 
the city of Rhodes, Protogenes was paint- 
ing a picture of Ialyaua. “This,” says 
limy, “hindered King Demetrius from 
taking Rhodes, out of fear lest he should 
burn the picture ; and not being able to 
fire the -town on any other side, he was 
pleased rather to spare the painting than 
to take the victory, which was already in 
his hands. Protogenes, at that time, had 
his painting-room in a garden out of the 
town, and very near the camp of the 
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(■m-miiis, where he was daily fi nishi 
t ]>ir, vs which he had already b«nm 

mi1 ' heing capable of 
interrupting hi* stmlk*. But Demetrim 
causu.g him to he brought into hie pr e . 
semv, ami asking him what made him M 
bold a.s to work in the midst of enemia 
he answered the king, ‘That he under! 
stood tlm war which he made, was against 
the Rhodians, and not against the Arts/” 
W if b the decay of ({recce, Art sank too 
until it was revived in the thirteenth 
century by (’imabuo, since whose time its 
progress lias been triumphal. 

Ait is unquestionably one of the purest 
ami highest elements in human happiness, 
It trains the mind through the eye, and 
the eye through the mind. Ah the sun 
colors flowers, so does art color life. 

“In true Art,” says ltu.sk.in, “the 
hand, the head, ami the, heart of man go 
together. Rut Art is no recreation : it 
cannot be learned at, spare moments, nor 
pursued when we have nothing better to 
do.” 

It is tmt only in the East that great 
works, really due to study and labour, 
have been attributed to magic. 

Study and labour cannot make every 
man an artist, but no one can succeed in 
art without them. In Art two and two 
do not make four, and no number of 
little things will make a great one. 

It has been said, and on .high authority, 
that the end of all art is to please. But 
tins is a very imperfect definition, It 
might as well be said that a library is 
only intended for pleasure and ornament, 
Art has the advantage of nature, in so , 
far^ ua it introduces a human element, ' 
which is in some respects superior even." 
to nature. “If,” says Plato, '“you take, 
a man as he is made by nature, and com- 
pare him with another who is the effect 
of art, the work of nature will always 
appear the less beautiful, because art is 
more, accurate, than nature” 

Bacon also, in 77/e Atiranmnent of 
Lcarmwfy speaks of a the world being in- 
ferior to the soul, by reason whereof there 
is agreeable to live spirit of man a more 
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ample greatness, a more exact: goodness, 
and a more absolute variety than nan bo 
found in the nature of things. 55 

The poets tell us that, Prometheus 
having made a beautiful statue of Minerva, 
the goddess was so delighted that she 
offered to bring down anything from 
Heaven which could add to its perfection, 
Prometheus on this prudently asked her 
to take him there, so that lie might choose 
for himself. This Minerva, did, and Pro- 
metheus, tin, ding that in heaven all things 
were animated by lire, brought hack a 
spark, with which he gave life to his 
work. 

In fact, Imitation is the means and not 
the end of Art. The story of Zeuxis and 
Parrhasius is a pretty tale ; hut to deceive 
birds, or even man himself, is but a 
trifling matter compared with the higher 
functions of Art. To imitate the ///mV, 
says Dr, Young, is not imitating Homer ; 
though, as Sir J. Reynolds adds, the more 
the artist studies nature “the nearer he 
approaches to the true and perfect idea of 
art” 

Art, indeed, must create as well as 
copy. As Victor Cousin well says, u The 
ideal without the real lacks life ; but the 
real without the ideal lacks pure beauty. 
Both need to unite ; to join hands and 
enter into alliance. In this way the best 
work may be achieved. Tims beauty is 
an absolute, idea, and not a mere copy of 
imperfect Nature.” 

The grouping of the picture is of course 
of the utmost importance. Sir Joshua 
Reynolds gives two remarkable eases to 
show how much any given figure in a 
picture is affected by its surroundings. 
Tintoret in one of his pictures has taken 
the Samson of 'Michael Angelo, put an 
eagle under him, placed thunder and 
lightning in his right hand instead of the 
jawbone of an ass, and thus turned him 
into a Jupiter. The second instance is 
even, more striking. Titian has copied 
the, figure in the vault of the Sisti.no 
Chapel which represents the Deity (livid-, 
ing light from darkness, and has intro- 
duced it into his picture of the battle of 
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Cadoro, to represent a general falling from 
his horse. 

We must remember that so far as the 
eye is concerned, the object of the artist 
is to train, not to deceive, and that his 
higher function has reference rather to 
the mind than to the eye. 

Those wlm love beauty will see beauty 
everywhere. No doubt 
“To gild refuted gold, to paint the lily, 

To throw a perfume <m the violet, 

To smooth the iee, or add. anot her hue 

Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light 

To seek the. beauteous eye of heaven to 
garnish, 

Im wasteful ami ridiculous excess ,’* 1 
But all is not gold that glitters, {lowers 
are not all arrayed like the lily, ami 
there is room for selection as well as 

representation. 

“The true, the good, and the beautiful, 55 
says Cousin, “are but forms of the in- 
finite : what then do we really love in 
truth, beauty, and virtue 1 We love the 
infinite himself. The love of the infinite 
substance is hidden under the love of its 
forms. It is so truly the infinite which 
charms in the true, the good, and the 
beautiful, that its manifestations alone do 
not mi Hiee. The artist is dissatisfied at 
the sight even of his greatest works ; lie 
aspires still higher.” 

It is indeed sometimes objected that 
Landscape painting is not true to nature ; 
but we must ask, What is truth ? Is the 
object to produce the same impression cm 
the mind as that created by the scene 
itself? If so, let any one try to draw 
from memory a group of mountains, and 
he will probably find that in the impres- 
sion produced on his mind the mountains 
are loftier and steeper, the valleys deeper 
and narrower, than in the actual reality. 
A drawing, then, which was literally 
exact would not be true, in the sense of 
conveying the same impression as Nature 
herself. 

In fact, Art, says Goethe, is called Art 
simply because it is not. Nature. 

It is not sufficient for the artist to 
choose beautiful scenery, and delineate 
1 Shakespeare. 
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it with- accuracy. He must not be a 
mere copyist. Something higher and 
more subtle is required. He must create, 
or at any rate interpret, as well, as copy. 

Turner was never satisfied merely to 
copy even the most glorious scenery. He 
moved, and even suppressed, mountains. 

A certain nobleman, we are told, was 
very anxious to see the model from whom 
Guido painted his lovely female faces. 
Guido placed his color- grinder, a big 
coarse man, in an attitude, and then drew 
a beautiful Magdalen. « My dear Cbnnfc ” 
he said, “ the beautiful and pure idea 
must be in the mind, and then it is no 
matter what the model is,” 

When painting St. Michael for the 
Church o 1 the Capuchins at Rome, Guido 
wished that he “ had the wings of an 
angel, to have ascended unto Paradise, and 
there to have beheld the forms of those 
beautiful spirits, from which I might have 
copied my Archangel. But not being 
able to mount so high, it was in vain for 
me to seek for his resemblance here below; 
so that I was forced to look into mine 
own mind, and into that idea of beauty 
which I have formed in my own imagina- 
tion.” 1 

Science attempts, as far as the limited 
powers of Man permit, to reproduce the 
actual facts in a manner which, however 
bald, is true in itself, irrespective of time 
and scene. . To do this she must submit 
to many limitations ; not altogether un- 
vexatious, and not without serious draw- 
backs. Art, on the contrary, endeavours 
to convey the impression of the original 
under some especial aspect. 

In some respects, Art gives a clearer 
and more vivid idea of an unknown 
country than any description can convey 
In literature rock may be rock, but in 
pamting it must be granite, slate, or some 
other special kind, and not merely rock 
m general. J 

It is remarkable that while artists have 
long recognised the necessity of studying 
anatomy, and there has been from the 
commencement a professor of anatomy in 
1 Dryden. 


the Royal Academy, it i s only 0 f l, tp 
.years that any knowledge of botany'! 
geology has been considered desirable 
and even now their importance is bvnn 
means generally recognised. 1 

Much has been written as to the rela 
live merits of painting, sculpture, and 
architecture.' This, if it be not a 
what unprofitable inquiry, would at anv 
rate be out of place here. 

. Ar< ' hUe f luv !,<)t ““ly gives intense 
p manure, but even this impression of 
something ethereal and .superhuman. 

Madame de Staid described it as 
^frozen music ” ; and a cathedral is a 
glorious specimen of “thought, in stone,” 
whose very windows arc transparent walls 
of gorgeous hues. 

(Jamcci said that poets paint in their 
words and artists speak in their works, 
The latter have indeed one great advan- 
tage, for a glance at a statue or a painting 
will convey a more vivid idea than a long 
and minute description, 

Another advantage possessed by Art 
is that it is understood by all civilised 
nations, whilst each has a separate language. 

Again, from a material point of view 
Art is most important. In a recent 
address Sir !R Leighton has observed that 
the study of Art u is every day becoming 
more important in relation to certain 
sides of the waning material prosperity of 
the country* For the industrial compe- 
tition between this and oilier countries 
“—a competition, keen and eager, which 
means to certain industries almost a race 
lor life— runs, in many cases, no longer 
exclusively or mainly on the lines of 
excellence of material and solidity of 
workmanship, but greatly nowadays on 
the* lines of artistic charm and beauty 
of design.” 

Tire highest service, however, that Art 
can accomplish for man is to become “at 
once the voice of his nobler aspirations, 
and the steady disciplinarian of his 
emotions ; and it is with this mission, 
rather than with any Aesthetic perfection, 
that we are at present concerned.” 1 

1 Hawcif?. 
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Science and Art .are Histcra, or mtlmr 
perhaps they are like 1 >rot ln-r ami sifile.r. 


The mission of Art in in flomo respects 
like that of woman. It is not Hern 
so much to do the hard toil and moil 
of the world, as to surround it with a 
halo of beauty, to convert work into 
pleasure. 

In Science we naturally export pro- 
cress, hut in Art the case, is nut so clear : 
and yet Sir Joshua Reynolds did not 
hesitate to express his conviction that in 
the future “ho much will painting im- 
prove, that the best we, can now achieve j 
will appear like the work of children,” j 
and we may hope that our power of; 
enjoying it may increase in an equal | 
ratio. Wordsworth says that poets have ■ 
to create the taste for their own, works, j 
and the same ih, in some, degree at any 
rate, true of artists. 

In one respect especially modern painters j 
appear to have made a marked advance, j 
and one great blessing which in fact wi? j 
owe to them is a more vivid enjoyment; 
of scenery. 

I have of course no pretensions to apeak 
with authority, but even in the case of the 
greatest masters before Turner, the land 
scapes seem to me singularly interior to the : 
figures, Sir Joshua Reynolds tells ms that : 
Gainsborough framed a kind of model of a 
landscape on his table, composed of broken 
stones, dried herbs, and pieces of looking- , 
glass, which he “magnified and improved 
into rocks, trees, and water ” ; ami Sir i 
Joshua solemnly discusses the wisdom of 
such a proceeding. “How far it may ho- 
useful in giving hints,” he. gravely says, | 
“the professors of landscape can beat! 
determine,” but lie does not recommend \ 
it, and is disposed to think, on the whole, i 
the practice may be more likely to do 
harm than good ! 

In the picture of Ceyx and Alcyone, by 
Wilson, of whom Cunningham said that, 
with Gainsborough, he laid the foundation 
of our School of Landscape, the castle is 
said, to have been painted from a pot of 
porter, and the rock from a Stilton cheese. 
There is indeed another version of the 


story, that the picture was sold for a. pot 
of porter and a cheese, which, however, 

! dues not give a higher idea of the ap 
! precaution of the art of landscape at that: 
i date. 

| Until very recently the general feeling 
I with reference, to mountain seen cry lias 
I been that expressed by Tacitus. “ Who 
! would leave. Asia or Africa or Italy to go 
i to Germany, a shapeless and unformed 
i country, a harsh sky, and melancholy 
• aspect, unless indeed it was his native 
; land P 

! It, is amusing to read the opinion of 
Dr. Beattie, in u special treatise on Truth , 
Portrijy mid A/a.s/r, written at the close, 
of last century, that “The Highlands of 
Scotland are in general a melancholy 
country. Long tracts of mountainous 
country, covered with dark heath, and 
often obscured by misty weather ; narrow 
valleys thinly inhabited, and bounded by 
precipices resounding with the fall of 
torrents ; a soil so rugged, and a climate 
bo dreary, as in many parts to admit 
neither the amenities of pasturage, nor 
the labours of agriculture ; the mournful 
dashing of waves along the firths and 
lakes ; the portentous noises which every 
change of the wind is apt to raise in a 
lonely region, full of echoes, and rocks, 
and caverns ; the grotesque and ghastly 
appearance of such a landscape by the 
light of the. moon : objects like these 
diffuse a gloom over the fancy,” etc. 1 

Kven Goldsmith regarded the scenery 
of the Highlands as dismal and hideous. 
Johnson, we know, laid if down as an 
axiom that u the noblest prospect which 
a Scotchman ever sees is the high 
road that leads him to England ” — a 
saying which throws much doubt on his 
dictum that the Giant’s Causeway was 
“worth seeing but not worth going to 


see, 




Madame do Stael declared, that though 
she would go 500 leagues to meet a clever 
man, she would not care to open her 
window to see the Bay of Naples. 

Nor was the ancient absence of ap- 
i Beattie. 1776. * Boswell. ' 
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predation confined to scenery. Burke, 
speaking of Stonehenge, even says, u Stone- 
henge, neither for disposition nor ornament, 
has in it anything admirable,” 

Ugly scenery may well in some cases 
have an injurious effect on the human 
system. It has been ingeniously sug- 
gested that what really drove Don Quixote 
out of his mind was not the study of his 
hooks of chivalry, bo much as the mono- 
tonous scenery of La Mancha. 

The love of landscape is not indeed 
due to Art alone. It has been the happy 
combination of art and science which has 
trained us to perceive the beauty which 
surrounds us. 

Art helps us to see, and “hundreds of 
people can talk for one who can think ; 
but thousands can think for one who can 
see. To sec clearly is poetry, prophecy, 
and religion all in one. . . . Eemember- 
ing always that there are two characters 
in which all greatness of Art consists— 
first, the earnest and intense seizing of 
natural facts ; then the ordering those 
facts by strength of human intellect, so 
as to make them, for all who look upon 
them, to the utmost serviceable, memor- 
able, and beautiful. And thus great Art 
is nothing else than the type of strong 
and noble life ; for as the ignoble person, 
in his dealings with all that occurs in the 
world about him, first sees nothing clearly, 
looks nothing fairly in the face, and then 
allows himself to be swept away by the 
trampling torrent and unescapable force 
of the things that he would not foresee 
and could not understand : so the noble 
person, looking the facta of the world full 
in the face, arid fathoming them with deep 
faculty, then deals with them in unalarmed 
intelligence and unhurried strength, and 
becomes, with his human intellect and 
will, no unconscious nor insignificant 
agent in consummating their good and 
restraining their evil .” 1 

May We not hope that in this respect 
also still further progress may be made, 
that beauties may be revealed, and 
pleasures may be in store for those who 
1 Buskin. 


come after us, which we can not appreciate 
or at least can but; faintly feel 9 ' ’ 

Even now there is scarcely a cottage 
without something more or less success. 

: fully claiming to rank as Art, — a picture 
| a photograph, or a statuette ; and we may 
j fairly hope that much as Art oven now 
| contributes to t he happiness of ]jf e § 
! will do ho even more effectively in the 
| future. 


OITAPTEU VI 

I'OKTJtV 

“ And here the singer tor his Art 
N’<»t all in vain may plead 
* The *<>ug that nurves a nation’s heart 
In in itself a deed/ ” 

Tennyson. 

AptKU the disastrous defeat of the A then, 
iana before Syracuse, Plutarch tells us 
that; the Sicilians spa red those who could - 
repeat any of the poetry of Euripides. 

a borne there were,” lie says, u who owed 
their preservation tu Euripides. Of all 
the Grecians, his was the muse with whom 
the Sicilians were most in love. Prom 
the strangers who landed in their island 
they gleaned every small specimen or 
portion of his works, ami communicated 
it with pleasure to each other. It is said 
that upon, this occasion a number of 
Athenians on, their return home, went to 
Euripides, and thanked him in the most 
grateful manner for their obligations to 
his pen ; some having been enfranchised 
for teaching their masters what they re- 
membered of bis poems, and others having 
procured refreshments, when they were 
wandering about after the battle, by sing- 
ing a few of his verses” 

Nowadays we are not; likely to owe our 
lives to Poetry in this sense, yet in another 
we many of us owe to it a similar debt 
How often, when worn with overwork, 
sorrow, or anxiety, have we taken down 
Homer or Horace, Shakespeare or Milton, 
and felt the clouds gradually roll 
away, the jar of nerves subside, the con- 
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ency brighten once more into the light of 
And yet Plato," says JowetU “expels 

the poets 'from his Kepublic Wuw t. hey 
are allied to sense ; liccaums they stimulate 
the emotions; because tiny are thrice re- 
moved from the. ideal truth. 

In that respect, as in some others, lew 
would accept Plato’s Republic as being 

anidealCommomveait. 1 ., and most would 

a r*rec with Sir Philip Sidney that * it you 
camot hear the planet, dike music nl 
■ uoetry . . I must send you in. the be- 
half of all poets, that while you live, you 
live in love, and never net favour »°r 
lacking bIv ill of a Hommt ; ami when you 
die, your memory die from the earth, for 
want of an epitaph ” 

Poetry Iiuh often been, compared with 
painting and, sculpture. Simonides long 
ago said that Poetry is a speaking pmture, 

and painting is mute Poetry^ 

« p 0 etry,” says Cousin, u is the first of 
the Arts because it beat represents Urn 
infinite” 

And again, 44 Though the arts are m 
some respects isolated, yet there is one 
which seems to profit by the resources oi 
all, and that is Pew try. With words, 
Poetry cun paint ami sculpture; she can 
build edifices like an architect ; she unites, 
to some extent, melody ami music. She 
is, so to say, the centre in which all arts 
unite.” 

A true poem in a gallery of pictures. 

It must, I think, be admitted that paint- 
ing and sculptures can give us a clearer and 
more vivid idea of an object we have 
never seen than any description can 
convey. But when we have* once seen it* 

; " then on the contrary there are many 
points which the poet brings before us, 
and which perhaps neither in the repre- 
■ sentation, nor even in nature, should we 
erceive for ourselves# Objects can be 
lost vividly brought before us by the 
rtist, ' actions by the poet ; space is the 
.omain of Art, time of Poetry # 1 
1 Bee Lessing’s LcwcoVn. 


Take, for instance, as a typical instance, 
female beauty. How laboured and how 
cold any description appears. ^ f i be great- 
est, poets recognise this ; as, for instance, 
when Boult wishes us to .realise the Lady 
of the Lake lie does not attempt any de- 
scription, but just mentions her attitude 
ami then adds - 


“And ne’er did Grecian chisel trace 
A Nymph, a, Naiad, or a Grace, 

Of tincr form or lovelier face ! " 

A great poet must be inspired ; he 
must possess an exquisite sense of beauty, 
with feelings deeper than those of most men, 
and yet well under control. tl The Milton 
1 of poetry is the man, in his own magnifi- 
| cent phrase, of devout prayer to that 
| Kternal Spirit that can enrich with all 
j utterance and knowledge, and sends out 
! his seraphim with tint hallowed fire of bis 
altar, to touch and purify the lips of whoin 
j he pleases.” 1 And if from one point of 
j view Poetry brings borne- to ns the ini- 
j measurable inequalities of different minds, 
j on the other bund it teaches us that genius 
I is no affair of rank or wealth. 

! ** \ think of Cluitterton, the marvellous hoy, 

The .sleepless soul, that perish’d in His pride ; 
Of Burns, that, walk’d in glory and m joy ^ 
Behind his plough upon the mountain-side. 

A man may be a poet and yet write no 
j verse, but not if be writes bad or poor 
ones, 

“ McdioerihuH esse pnetis 
Non homines, non IH, non emieesscre columww. 

Poetry will not live unless it be alive, 
u that which comes from the head goes to 
the heart ”; 4 and Milton truly said that 
*. In: who would not he frustrate of his 
hone to write well hereafter in laudable 
things, ought himself to be a true poem. 

For “he who, having no touch of the 
Muses’ madness in his soul, *omes to the 
door and thinks he will get into the temple 
by the help of Art— he, I say, and Ins 
Poetry are not admitted. * 

Second-rate poets, like second-rate write. 

1 . B Wordsworth. 

* Horace. * 4 Coleridge. 6 1>lat0 ‘ 
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1,1 ! hi “ K^tt 1,00m 5J 

of human history. ^ 
A mathematician i a saW 

«M|«wl what, wag provea 

; J'W /'twrftw! /..«*; and there 

al ‘ ,m *•<■<« who a* tC 

a h, ' s l ’'? n ,! u,, »; al,rilik from putting 
Urn to others, whether Poetry 

/«■;> 

] u u ns, ' iul »» ‘Mr. No Into Utili. 
Um ' M ' lt.Av.avr, woul.l feel (I,!,, donbt 


generally, fade gradually into dreamland ; 
but the work of. the true poet is immortal. 

“For have not the verses of Homer 
continued 2500 years or more without, 
the loss of a syllable or a letter, during 
which time infinite palaces, temples, 
castles, cities, have been decayed ami j 
demolished i It is not possible to have i 
the true pictures or statues of Cyrus, i 
Alexander, or Orcsar ; no, nor of the kings j 
or great personages of much later years ; ! 
for the originals cannot last, and tin- 
copies cannot but lose of the life and d. u 

truth. But the images of men's wits and ! dime the nv uv* t ,* lX 

knowledge remain in hooks, exempt, : nun.h 'r thin i 1 T 
from the wrong of time and capable ofi t „ e . 
perpetual renovation. Neither are they (word h '" ,! V‘ r ,,atnnat « the 

fitly to he called images, b«au* Ity 1 . ' *, reference 

generate still and cast their seeds in the ! . , 1 ‘ . "'- v . 11 uv ™ when 

“ 1 i u.. ? - 1,1 *“ 

ihon mghly to enjoy Poetry we must 
not limit uiirsdm, hut must rise to a 
high ideal, 

“\cs; constantly in reading poetry, a 
sense for the heel, the really excellent, 
run! of the strength ami joy to be drawn 
from it, should he present, in our minds, 
and should govern our estimate of what 
we mid.” « 

Cicero, in his oration for Archills, well 
asked, “ Has not this man then a right to 
my love, to my admiration, to all the 
means which I can employ in his defence? 
ror wo are instructed by all the greatest 
and most learned of mankind, that educa- 
tmn, precepts, and practice, can in every 
other branch of learning produce excel* 
kirn. But a poet is formed by the hand 
of nature ; he is aroused by mental vigour, 
and inspired by what we may call the 
spirit of divinity itself. Therefore our 
Annins has a right to give to poets the 
epithet of Holy,** because they are, as it ■ 
were, lent to mankind by the indulgent 
bounty of the gmh” 

V Poetry,” «ay« Shelley, “awakens and 
enlarges the mind itself by rendering it 

3 St, Hilaire. a Arnold, 

of tho^gods : mtm ami interpreters 


ages ; so that if the invention of the ship 
was thought so noble, which carricth riches 
and commodities from place to place, and 
consociateth the most remote regions in 
participation of their fruits, how much 
more are letters to be magnified, which 
as ships, pass through the vast seas of time 
and make ages so distant to participate of 
the wisdom, illuminations, and inventions 
the one of the other?” 1 7 

The poet requires many qualifications. 

Who has traced,” says Cousin, “ the plan 
of this poem? Reason, Who has o vt 1,7 ""VV 
it life and charm ! w Ari ZX 1 *“” 
guided reason and love ? The Will.” All 

men have some imagination, but the lover 
and the poet 

Are of imagination all compact. 

°y e > in a film frenzy roll imr, 

to heave?” W “ *° ^ hom 
And as imagination bodies forth 
The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen 
Turns them to shapes, and gives to a! "y not W 
A local habitation and a name.” » y W " s 

Poetry is the fruit of genius • hut ft 

cannotbe produced withoutlahour.’ 
apparentiyoaeof the airiest of poets, tells ub 
that he was a slow and painstaking workman. 

\ Bacon. a 


2 Shakespeare. 

k' H 
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Z receptacle of a th-mmii.l unappre- 
headed combinations ot thought. oetay 
lifts the veil from the hidden beauty ol 
the world, and makes familiar objects he 
if they were not familiar ; it repio- 
daces all that it reprewmts, and _ Urn im- 
personations clothed m lbs lUymaii li«ht, 
stand thenceforward in the minds ol those 
w ho have once contain jilateil them, as 
memorials of that Re.ntlo and exalted 
content which extends itselt over all 
thoughts and actions with which it co- 


exib ua. . . ,, * 

And again, “All high l^try w mhmte ; 
it is as the first acorn, which contained 
all oaks potentially. Veil after veil may 
be undrawn, and the inmost naked beauty 
of the meaning never exposed. A great 
poem is a fountain for over overflowing 
with the waters of wisdom and delight.”^ 

Or, as he has expressed himself in his 
Ode to a Skylark : 


“Higher still and higher 

From the eart h thou apringest 
Like a cloud of tiro ; 

The blue deep thou w ingest. 

And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever 
singest. 


genuine love for Poetry ran scarcely 
fail to derive intense pleasure from 
Nature, which to those who love it 
is all “beauty to the eye and music to 
the ear.” 

« Vet Nature never set forth the earth 
in ho rich tapestry as divers poets haw 
d<me ; neither with so pleasant rivers, 
fruitful trees, sweet-smelling flowers, nor 
whatsoever else may make the toomueh- 
loved earth more lovely,” 1 

In the smokiest city the poet will 
transport us, us if hy enchantment, to the 
freiih air and bright sun, to the murmur 
of woods and leaves and water, to tins 
ripple of waves upon sand ; and enable 
us, as in some delightful dream, to cast 
off the cares and troubles of life, 
j The poet, indeed, must have more true 
knowledge, not only of human nature, 
hut of all Nature, than other men ax e 
gifted with, 

0 rabbis Hobinwm tells us that when a 
stranger once asked permission to see 
Wordsworth’s study, the maid said, “ This 
is master’s Library, hut he studies in the 
fields.*' No wonder then that Nature 
has been said to return the poet s love. 


“ Like a poet hidden 

In the light of thought, 

Binging hymns unhidden, 

Till the world is wrought 
To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not: 

“ Like a glow-worm golden 
la a dell of dew, 

Scattering unheholden 
Its aerial hue 

Among the flowers and grass, which screen it 
from the view.” 

We speak now of the poet as the 
Maker or Creator — Tnnyrt^ ; the origin 
of the word “ hard ” seems doubtful. 

The Hebrews well called their poets : 
“Seers” for they not only perceive more 1 
than others, but also help men to see 
much which would otherwise be^ lost to 
us, The old Greek word was dotS&s— 
the Bard or Singer. 

Poetry lifts the veil from the beauty 
of the world, and throws over the most 
familiar objects the glow and halo of 
imagination. The man who has a 
k2 


41 Call it; not vain they do not err 
Who nay that, when the poet dies, 

Mute Nature mourns her worshipper, 

And celebrates hi# obsequies. *' 

Swinburne says of Blake, and I feel 
entirely with him, though in my ease the 
application would have been different, 
that w The sweetness of sky and leaf, ol 
grass and water— the bright light life of 
bird, child, and beast— is, so to speak, 
kept fresh by some graver sense of 
faithful and mysterious love, explained 
and vivified by a conscience and purpose 
in the artist’s hand and mind, ^ Such • 
fiery outbreak of spring, such an insur 
fcion of fierce floral life and radiant 
of childish power and pleasure, no 
or painter ever gave before ; such 
of green leaves and flushed limbs, 1 
cloud and fervent fleece, ^was, 
wrought into speech or shape, 

i Sydney, Defence of Poetry. 

' 2 Scott. 
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To appreciate Poetry wo must not ! the Hiiwession of id.-ns ami not of J~T~ 
merely glance at it, or rush through it, | it is the « l.mith ami sniritllf “il 
or read it in order to talk or write ahoul, I knowledge ” ; it } s bouiwi neither 1 f 
it. One must compose oneself into the j nor space, hut lives in the spirit ,'{ , UM 
right frame of miml. Of course for one’s ■ What greater praise can he ei™,, 7 "' 
own sake one will rend Poetry in times of j the saying that life should be Poetrv , 
agitation, sorrow, or anxiety, but that, is j into action y ' 7 5" 

another matter. 


The inestimable treasures of Poetry 
again are open to all, of us. Tin; best, 
books are indeed the cheapest. For the 
price of a little beer, a little tobacco, 

we can buy Shakespeare or Milton ur 

indeed almost as many books as a man 
can read with profit in a year. 

Nor, in considering the advantage of 
Poetry to man, must we limit ourselves 
to its past or present influence, The 
future of Poetry, says Mr. Matthew 
Arnold, and no one was more qualified to 
speak, “The future of Poetry is immense, 
because in Poetry, where it k worthy of < 
its high destinies, our race, as time goes 
on, will find an ever surer and surer stay. 
But lor Poetry the idea is everything ; 
the rest is a world of illusion, of divine 
illusion. Poetry attaches its emotion to 
the idea ; the idea is the fact. The 
strongest part of our religion to-day is its 
unconscious Poetry. We should conceive 
of Poetry worthily, and more highly than 
it has been the custom to conceive of it. 
We should conceive of it as capable of 
higher uses, and called to higher destinies 
than those which in general men have 
assigned to it hitherto.” 

Poetry has been well called the record 
“ of the best and happiest moments of the 
happiest and best minds ” ; it is the light 
of life, the very “image of life expressed 
m its eternal truth” ; it immortalises all 
that is best and. most beautiful in the 
world * “ it purges from our inward sight 
the film of familiarity which obscures 
from us the wonder of our being ” ; (c jfc 
is the centre and circumference of know- 
ledge”; and poets are “mirrors of the 
gigantic shadows which futurity casts 
upon the present.” J 

Poetry, in effect, lengthens life; it 
creates for us time, if time be realised as 


Ml APT MR VU 

MUMIJ 

Music is a moral law. It, gives a soul to 
the tunver.se, wings to the mind, Might to till) 
uiKiginutinii, u charm to sailimss, gaiety aud life 
to everything. It if* the vtimm of order, and 
lenUfi to all that, is good, just, and beautiful, of 
Wlueh It, im the invisible, hut, nevertheless 
tm/.itfnig, pitssiotintc, and eternal fonu."— 1 ‘lato, 

Mthuc is in one sense fur more ancient 
than man, mid the voice was, from the 
very commencement of human existence, 
a source of melody. The early history 
, of M is, however, unfortunately 
wrapped in much obscurity. The in- 
vention of notes is but recent, and 
tradition in such a matter can tell us but 
little. So far, however, as musical in- 
struments are eon named, it is probable 
that percussion came first, then wind in- 
struments, and lastly, those with, strings : 
first the Drum, then the Flute, ami 
thirdly, the Lyre. 

The contest between Marsyas and 
Apollo is supposed, by Home to typify the 
struggle between the Flute and the Lyre; 
Marsyas representing the archaic Flute, 
Apollo the champion of the Lyre. The 
tatter of course was victorious ; it sets the 
voice free, aud the sound 

"Of nmme that is bom of human breath 
Comes Htmigfiier to the soul than any strain 
The hand alone can make.” * 

Various myths have grown up to ex-, 
plain the origin of .Music,. One Greek 
tradition was to the effect that Grass- 
hoppers were human beings themselves 
in a world before the Muses ; that when 
1 L. M arris. 
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I Muses came, being ravished with 
delight, they “sang and sang and forgot 
to eat, until they died of hunger for the 
Ion of song. Ami they wirry U> heaven 
the report of those who honour thorn on 

earth.” 1 n 

The old writers and commentators tell 

us that Pythagoras, “as lm was .me, day 
meditating mi the want, of some ride to 
guide the ear, analogous to what had 
been used to help the other senses, 
chanced to pass by a blacksmith’s shop, 
and observing that the hammers, which 
were four in number, sounded very har- 
moniously, ho had them weighed, and 
found thorn to he in the proportion of 
six, eight, nine, and, twelve. Upon this 
he suspended four strings of equal length 
and thickness, etc., fastened weights in' 
the above munitioned proportions to each 
of them respectively, and found that they 
gave the same sounds that the hammers 
had (lone; via. the fourth, fifth, and 
octave to the. gravest tone”- However 
this may Vie, it would appear that the 
lyre laid at; first; four strings only ; 
Terpandcr is said to have given it; three 
more, and an eighth was subsequently 
added. 

The Chinese indicated the notes by 
words or their initials, The lowest was 
termed “ Kouug,” or the Knvperor, as 
being the Foundation on which all were 
supported ; the second was Tsehang, the 
Prime Minister; the third, the Subject ; 
the fourth, Public Business ; the fifth, 
the Mirror of Heaven.” The Greeks also 
had a name for each note. We have 
unfortunately no specimens of Greek 4 or 
Roman, or even of Karlv Christian mimic. 
The so-called Gregorian notes were not 
invented until six hundred years alter 
Gregory’s death. The. Monastery of bt. 
Gall . possesses a score of Gregory *8 Anti- 
phonary, made about the year 7 BO by a 
chorister who was sent from Rome to 
Charlemagne to reform the Northern 


i Plato. , y ; Ore west. 

8 Rowbntham, Itfotvfy of Music* 

- 4 /Since this was written some fragments of a 
hymn to Apollo have been found at Delphi. 


music., and in this the sounds are indi- 
cated by 44 mu lines, ” from whteh our notes 
WKia* gradually developed, being first, 
arranged ahmg one line, to which others 
were gradually added. 

The most ancient known pieetvof music 
for several voices is an English four men's 
song, “Summer is i-eomcn in,” which is 
considered to be at least, as early as I *540, 
and is now in the British Museum. 

lit the matter of music Englishmen 
have certainly deserved well of the world. 
Even as long ago as 11S5 Gi raid us 
(. 'am b relists, Archdeacon of St. Guv id s, 
says, “ The Britons do not sing their 
tunes in unison like the inhabitants of 
other countries, but in different parts. 
So that when a company of singers meet 
to sing, as is usual in this country, as 
many different parts are heard as there 
are singers,” 1 

The, Venetian ambassador in the time 
of Henry VIII. reported of our English 
Church music: “ The mass was Bung by 
Ilia Majesty’s choristers, whose voices are. 
more heavenly than human ; they did 
not ehauut like men, but; like angels.” 

Dr. Burney says that Purcell was “as 
much the pride of an Englishman in 
music as Shakespeare in productions of 
the stage, Milton in epic poetry, Locke 
in metaphysics, or Sir Isaac Newton in 
philosophy and mathematics”; and yet, 
Parcel Fs music is unfortunately but little 
known to ub now, as Macfarren says, “ to 
our great loss.” 

Purcell died early, and on his tomb is 

the celebrated epitaph— 

“Here lies Henry Purcell, who left 
this life, and is gone, to that blessed place, 
where, only, his harmony can be exceeded,” 
The authors of some of the loveliest 
music, and even in some cases that of 
comparatively recent times, are unknown 
to us. This is the case for instance with 
the exquisite, song “Drink to me only 
with thine eyes” the words of which 
were taken by Jenson from Philostratus, 
and which has been considered as . the 
most beautiful of all u people’s songs. 

* Wakefield, 
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The music of “ God save the Queen ” 
has been adopted in more than half a 
dozen other countries, and yet the author- 
ship is a matter of doubt, being attributed 
by some to Dr. John Dull, by others to 
Cmey. It was apparently first sung in a 
tavern in Cornhill. 

Both the music and words of “ 0 
Death, rock me to sleep ” are said to be 
by Anne Boleyn : “ Stay, Corydon ” and 
“ Sweet Honey-sucking Bees ” by Wilbye, 
“^the first of madrigal writers.” “ .Rule 
Britannia” was composed by Arne, and 
originally formed part of his Masque of 
Alfred, first performed in 1740 at ( Hid- 
den, near Maidenhead. To Arne we are 
also indebted for the music of “ Where 
the Beo sucks, there lurk I.” “ T) m 

Vicar of Bray” is set to a tune originally 
known as “ A Country Garden.” “ Gome 
unto these yellow sands” we owe to 
Purcell; “Sigh no more, Ladies” to 
Stevens; “Home, Sweet Home” to 
Bishop, 

There is a curious melancholy in 
national music, which is generally in the 
minor key ; this indeed holds good with 
the music of savage races generally. 

they appear, moreover, to have no love 
songs. 

Herodotus tells us that during the 
whole time he was in Egypt he' only 
heard one song, and that was a sad one. 
My own experience there was the same. 
Some tendency to melancholy seems in- 

“I am never merry when I hoar sweet music." 

The histqries of music contain many 
curious anecdotes as to the circumstances 
under which different works have been 
composed. 

Rossini tells ns that he wrote the over- 
ture to the “ Gam Ladra ” on the very 
day of the tot performance, in the upper 
loft of the La Scala, where he had been 
confined by the manager under the guard 
of four scene-shifters, who dropped the 
score out of window to copyists sheet by 
sheet as it was composed. Tartini is said 


part u 


to have composed “ II trillo del Di Wo lo” 
considered („ be Ins best work, in a dream 
Honshu, speaking Of the chorus in q 

m his .“. l ,al 1,10 "tellato aoglio” 
tellb us: “ \\ lu le I was writing the 
chonw m minor I suddenly dipped my 
pen into a medicine bottle instead of the 
mk. I made a blot, and when I dried 
tins With the sand it took I, lie form of a 
na ural, which instantly gave me the idea 
ofthe elleet lie change from G minor to 
G major would make, and to this lifot is 
all the elleet, if any, due.” But these of 
course are exceptional eam\s. 

Tli on*, are other forms of Music, which 
though not strictly entitled to the name’ 
are yet, capable of giving intense pleasure’ 

0 the Sportsman what Music can excel 
that of the hounds themselves. The 
cawing of rooks has been often quoted as 
a sound which has no actual beauty of its 
own, and yet which is delightful from its 
asocial ions. 

There in, moreover, a true Music of 
Wat u re, — the song of birds, the whisper 

0 7 rv * !B > tJie ri PI>3« of waters upon a 
sandy shore, the wail of wind or sea. 

1 here was also an ancient impression 
that the Heavenly bodies give out sound 
as well as light : the Music of the Spheres 
has become proverbial. 

There's not the manliest orb which thou be- 
boldest; „ 

in his motion like an angel sings, 

( j u,riu K to the young-eyed c.herubims; 
g° cu hwmony is in immortal souls. 

But while this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it. 01 

Music indeed often scums as if it 
scarcely belonged to this material universe, 
but was 

- “ A tone 

Of some world far from ours, 

an< i moonlight, and feeling are 

“It is a language which in incapable 
01 “Peeing anything impure.” There 
is music in speech as well as in song. 
Hot merely in the voice of those we love, 

*T , the of association, but in 

actual melody ; as when Milton eays, 

1 Shakespeare. a Swinburne. 
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chap, vii 


Thought him stilt spoukiuK, still I'KhI 

to hour.” 


It is remarkable Unit more pains are 
not taken with the voice in •'.ouver.satum 
as well as in Hinging, lor 

“Wliatploftso tainted and corrupt 
But, being seasoned with a gracioun voice. 
Obscures the show oi evil. 

As a general rule 

<‘Th (3 man that hath no Mmue in himself 
Nor is not moved with concord of sweet sounds 
Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils 


but there, are Home notable oxcvptmnR. 
Dr. Johnson had no love of musie. On 
one occasion, hearing that, a certain piece 
of music was very diiliouli, he expmsHcd 
his regret that it wan not imputed Me. 

poets, as might have been expected, 
have sung most sweetly in praise of song. 
They have, moreover, done ho 1mm very 
opposite points of view, 

Milton invokes it, an a luxury- 

“ And ever against eating cares 
Lap mo in soft Lydian airs ; 

Married to immortal verse. 

Such ns the meeting son! may pierce, 

In notes with many a winding hunt 
Of linked sweetness long drawn out ; 

With wanton lined, and giddy cunning. 

The melting voice through mazes running ; 
Untwisting all the chains that tie 
The hidden soul of harmony.” 


Ah touching the human heart 

“The soul of music slumbers in the. shell. 

Till waked and kindled by the masters spelt ; 
And feeling hearts touch them but rightly 
pour 

A thousand melodies unheard bet ore. 

As an education- - 

“ 1 have sent hooks and mush*, there, and all 
Those instruments with which high spirits ea.ll 
The future from its cradle, and the past 
tint of its grave, and make the present, last 
Iti thoughts ami joys which .deep, but cannot 
die. 

Folded within their own eternity. 

I Ah an aid to religion 

“ As from the power of sacred lays 
The spheres began to move, 

And sung the great Creator's praise 
i To all the blessed above, 

j Bo when the last ami dreadful hour 
This crumbling pageant shall devour, 

Tim trumpet shall be heard on high, 

Thu dead shall live, the living die, 

And music shall untune the sky.” * 

Or again— 

Hark how it falls ! and now it steals along, 
lake distant bells upon the lake at eve, 

When all is still ; and now it grows more strong 
As when the choral train their dirges weave 
Mellow and many voiced ; where every dose 
O’er the old minuter roof, in echoing waves 
reitows. 

Oh ! 1 am rapt aloft My spirit soars 

Beyond the skies, and leaves the stars behind ; 
Lo I angels lend me b* the happy shores, 

Ami limiting ptcans till the buoyant warn. . 
Farewell ! base earth, farewell I my soul is 
freed.” * 


Sometimes it in used n« a tempt at ion : so 
Spenser says of Pkodria, 

u And she, more sweet than any bird on bough, 
Would oftentimes amongst, them hear a part, 
And strive to panne (as she could well enough} 
Their native musieke by her skilful art. 


The power of Music to away the fool- 
ing* of Man has never been more cleverly ( 
portrayed than by Dryden in ^ 

'Feast of Alexander, ** though the circum- 
stances of the case precluded any reference 
to the influence of Music in its nobler 


Or as an element of pure happiness— 

“There Is in souls a sympathy with sounds ; 
And an the mind is pitched, the car is pleased 
With melting airs or martini, brisk or grave ; 
."■Some chord in unison with what we hear 
■ Is touched within us, ami the heart ropuesi. 
How soft the music of those village hells, 
Falling at intervals upon the ear 
, In cadence sweet, now dying all away. 

Now pealing loud again and louder still ^ 
Clear and sonorous, as the gale comes on. 


1 Shakespeare, 3 Cow per. 


aspects. , 

Poets have always attributed to Music 

ami who can deny it*— -a power even 

over the inanimate forces of ^ Nature, 
Shakespeare accounts for shooting stars 
by the attraction of Music : 


’ The rude sea grew civil at her song, ^ . , ■ 

And certain stars shot madly from then* spheres 
To hear the Bea-maid’s Music.’ 

Prose writers have also been inspired 
i Rogers. * Shelley. 3 Drydeu. 
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by Music to their highest eloquence, j 
11 Music,” said Plato, 44 is a moral law. ( 
It gives a soul to the universe, wings to j 
the mind, flight to the imagination, a] 
charm to sadness, gaiety and life to j 


selves, which we cannot 
we cannot utter, though n 
he perhaps not otherwise 
above, his fellows, has the 
them. 5 ' 


nin>mt; coni]), ms, which 
li"ui;li incirt.,)] man, and 

illimvisu ilistiuguished 
ha.i the gilt ol; eliciting 


everything. It is the essence of order, | 
and leads to all that is good, just, and j 
beautiful, of which it is the invisible, 
but nevertheless dazzling, passionate, and 
eternal form.’ 5 “ Music,” said Luther, 
“is a fair and glorious gift from God. 1 
would not for all the world renounce my 
humble share in music.” “ Music,” said 
Halevy, “is an art that God has given 
us, in which the voices of all nations 
may unite their prayers in one harmoni- 
ous rhythm.” And Carlyle, “ Music is a 
kind of inarticulate, unfathomable speech, 
which leads us to the edge of the infinite, 
and lets us for moments gaze into it” 

“ There are but seven notes in the 
scale j make them fourteen,” says Newman, 
“yet what a slender outfit for so vast an 
enterprise ! What science brings so much 
out of so little ? Out of what poor 
elements does some great master in it 
create his new world ! Shall we say that 
all this exuberant inventiveness is a mere 
ingenuity or trick of art, like some game 
of fashion of the day, without reality, 
without meaning ? . . „ Is it possible that 
that . inexhaustible evolution and dis- 
position of notes, so rich yet so simple, so 
intricate yet so regulated, so various yet 
so majestic, should be a mere sound, which 
is gone and perishes? Can it be that 
those mysterious stirrings of the heart, and 
keen emotions, and strange yearnings after 
we know not what, and awful impressions 
from we know not whence, should he 
wrought in us by what is unsubstantial, 
and comes and goes, and begins and ends 
in itself? it is not so ; it cannot be. No ; 
they have escaped from some higher 
sphere ; they are the outpourings of eter- 
nal harmony in the medium of created 
sound ; they are echoes from our Home ; 
they are the voice of Angels, or the Mag- 
nificat of Saints, or the living laws of 
Bivine Governance, or the Divine Attri- 
butes ; something are they besides them- 


Let mo also quote Helmholtz, one of 
Ibe pro lb undent, exponents of ' modern 
Musi, as in the rolling ocean 
tins movement, rhythmically repeated, and 
yet ever-varying, rivets our attention and 
hurries us along. Hut whereas in the sea 
blind physical forces alone are at work 
and hence the final impression, on the 
spectator’* mind is nothing hut solitude- 
in a musical work of art the movement 
follows the outflow of the artist’s own 
emotions. Now gently gliding, now grace- 
fully leaping, now violently stirred, 
penetrated, or laboriously contending with 
fbc. natural ex invasion of passion, the 
stream of sound, in primitive vivacity, 
bears over into the hearer’s soul unimagined 
mood* which the artist has overheard 
from his own, and finally raises him up to 
t hat, repose of everlasting beauty of which 
God 1ms allowed but lew of hi* elect 
favourite* to he the heralds,” 

Poetry and Music unite in song. Prom 
the earliest ages song has been the. sweet 
companion of labour. The rude chant of 
the boatman float,* upon the water, the 
shepherd sing* upon the hill, the milk- 
maid in the dairy, the ploughman in the 
field. Every trade, every occupation, 
every act and scene of life, has long 
had its own especial music. The bride 
goes to her marriage, the labourer to 
his work, the old man to Ids 'last, long rest, 
each with appropriate and immemorial 
music. 

Music has been truly described as the 
mother ol sympathy, the handmaid of 
Religion, and will never exercise its full 
effect, as the Emperor Charles VI. said to. 
Farmed i, unless it aims not merely to 
charm the. ear, hut to touch the heart, ■ 

There are many who consider that our 
life at present is peculiarly prosaic and 
mercenary, f greatly doubt whether 
that be the ease, but if ho our need for 
Music is all the more imperative. 
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THE BEA UTIES OF NA 1 OFF 


~~ ""TT , i Music Inis ,'ilrciuly 

MucUnuk,,! - • tl ,, m it 

for man, wo maj 

»R iB 2^ W r. il ■)“>' for alL . T " :i1 " 

K .! ^; 0I ic<! or Art require* some 
fT? ' , 'a'ni. doubt the cultivated ear 
traiiUBfaj •minvrntv the beaut, hn-i 

«nll more iukI mere Jtpph * cue, 

* 

Billy involve any considerable on tla> , ■ 

i9 even now »•> mere luxury "> ll “' ’ 

and we may hope that an time gov* " b 1 

will become more and mure the combat 

arid Bolace ol the poor. 


' and a walk mi a great glacier. We IV: 


7 ') 


in 


(MIA I'T IvH V1U 

TIMS BKiUITIBH <>F NATliltK 
« Speak to the earth ami it ahull tern* U.«-C 

“ And this our life, esempt fi ruin 
yimls tommies in tree", book* m the 

anrmons in stones, ami K 


We are told in the tat chapter of (taenia 
that at; the close of the sixth day k 
every thing that he had made, and, hedioia, 
it was very good.” Not merely home 
tilings, hut: every thing ; not mere good, but 
very good. Yet how lew of uh appreciate 
the beautiful world in which we live . 

In preceding chapter* I have incident, 
ally, though only incidentally, referred «« 
tins Beauties of Nature ; hut any attempt, 
however imperfect, to sketch the blcssmi,* 
of life must contain some special reference 
to this lovely world itself, which the Un»k» 
happily called Kiiir //.os' ---beauty. 

Hamerton, in his charming work on 
Landscape, says, “There ore, 1 haUv*, 
four new experiences for winch no in- 
scription ever adequately prepares us, m. 
first sight of the sea, the first journey m 
the desert, the sight of flowing molten lava. 


Uueh ease that the strange thing is pure 
nature, as much nature as a liiimliar 
Knglish moor, yet so extraordinary t int 
! we miiiht he in another planet. but it 
i would, 1 think, he easier to enumerate the 
Wonders of Nature for which description 
cun prepare us, than those which are 

! hevomltlm power of language. 

! Ulanv of us, however, walk through 
! the world like ghosts, as if we were m it, 
hut m,t of it. We have “eyes and see 
i not, ear* and hear nut.” «»"* '” k 

-before we call expert to «e. to • 

indeed much tes* easy than to overlook 
i and to he aide to see what we do s-e, is a 
! great gift. lluskin maintains that I ho 
1 greatest thing a human soul ever docs in 
this world is to see something, ami tel 
what it saw in a plain way- ‘ 0 110 ' 
suppose that his eyes are better than ou s, 
but how much more, he sees with them 1 
“To the attentive eye,' says Lmei.on, 
“each moment of the year has Us °' s ** 
heauty i and in the same field it beholds 
every hour a picture that was never seen 
j before, and shall never he ku> ag«m 
’•The heavens change every moment and 
I reflect their glory or gloom ou the plum. 

i U Thc'iovc of Nature, is a great, gilt, and 
! if it is frozen or crushed <mt the churuc « ■ 
i ,..m hardly fail to sutler from the loss, 
i I will not, indeed, say that a person 
I , vh( , dues not love Nature is neecssmi y 
S kid ; or that one who does, » necessarily 
good- hut it is to must minds a great 

■sS* si«»r. - si- 

the Temple through the gate call.. 

doubtless some to whom noi.e 
. ■» i .wnn^i'R oi Nature 5 xivitht.x 


There aw doubtless some jo w •«»» ; — 

of the beautiful wonders of Nature ; ueithu 
the glories of the rising or setting sun , the 
magnificent spectacle of to — 
ocean, sometimes so grand m ta pure 

« »ti«» » a-* 

mighty power; the forests agitate, 
utorm, or alive with the song. >■ 
nor the glaciers and laon ^ U 
are doubtless some whom none < 
magnificent spectacles can move, 
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. part ii 

“all the glories of heaven ami earth else is illusion, „r mere ~ 

may pass in daily succession without be Iswililul and b 1 co ' T » 

““8 tke!r llCMts or elevating their j menial fear, is the ideal of N,i 

Such men are indeed pitiable. But, •' « ° tt 

happily they are exceptions. If we can I of which has its own ^T’ *“5 

none _ot us as yet fully appreciate the ; interest, ns and 

beauties of Nature, we are beginning to j 

do so more and more. I . . “Th« daughters of the year 

For most of us the early summer 1ms a! ,nt ° h * hl aml <itr 1,1,0 tlu! ,sha(l «* ul 

special charm. The very life is luxury, j t Our countrymen derive great oWsim 
The air is full of scent, and sound, and M’ rolu the animal kingdom, in hunfintr 
sunshine, of the song of birds and the j footing, and fishing, thus obtaining fell 
murmur of insects; the meadows gleam j nir exercise, and being led into nm^l, 

with golden buttercups; one can almost ! va Hod and beautiful scenery. still a 

will P" d. ably ere long be recognised that 
even from a pur.-iy Hellish point of view 
killing animals is not the way to get 
the greatest enjoyment from them. How 


, urn: v-.JUl UllHOMl 

see the grass grow and the buds open ; 
the bees hum for very joy, and the air 
is full of a thousand scents, above all 

periraps that of new-mown hay. | Urn greatest enjoyment from them. How 

ifie exquisite beauty ami delight of I »»wl> '“ore interesting would every walk 
a fine summer’s day in the country has)’ 11 the country he, if Man would hut treat 
never perhaps been more truly, and there- j "Ht«r animals with kindness, so that tliev 

tOT 1 A rnnr>n l*mnn+;i\.Vl.. *1 -» .■* . i i . , . V uul y 


* mum unuy, ana mere- , u »*»er annuals w 

fore more beautifully, described, than by' wight npproar.lt 
Jefterios in his “Pageant of Summer.” i 'night have tl 


- ‘Pageant of Summer.’ 

I linger," he says, “ in the midst of the 
long grass, the luxury of the leaves, and 
the song in the very air. I seem us if I 
could feel all the glowing life the sunshine 
gives and the south wind calls to being. 
■Ihe endless grass, the endless leaves, the 
immense strength of the oak expanding, 
the unalloyed joy of finch and blackbird 
from all of them I receive a little. . . . 
In the . blackbird’s melody one note is 
mine ; in the dance of the leaf shadows 
the formed maze is for me, though the 
motion is theirs j the flowers with a thou- 
sand feces have collected the kisses of the 
morning. Feeling with them, I receive 
some, at least, of their fulness of life. 
Never could I have enough ; never stay 
long enough. ... The hours when the 
mind is absorbed by beauty are tire only 
hours when we really live, so that the 
longer we can stay among these things 
so much the more is snatched from 
inevitable Time. . . . These are the 
only hours that are not wasted— these 
hours that absorb the soul and fill it 
with beauty. This is real life, and all 
1 Beattie. 


. - . lI!-i without fear, and we 

nghl have the constant pleasure of 
watching their winning ways. Their 
origin and history, structure and habits, 
sonsufl and intelligence, offer an endless 
field of interest and wonder. 

The richness of life is marvellous. Any 
one who will «it down quietly on the 
grass ami watch a little, will be indeed 
surprised at the number and variety of 
Jiving beings, every one with a special 
history of its own, every one offering 
endless problems of great interest 

If indeed thv heart, were right, then 
would, every creature he to thee a mirror 
of life, and a book of holy doctrine. 1 * - 
i he study of Natural .History has the 
special advantage of carrying us into the 
country and the open air. 

Not but; what towns are beautiful too/ 
I hey teem with human interest and his- 
torical associations. 

Wordsworth was an intense lover of 
nature ; yet does he not tell us, in lines 
which every Londoner will appreciate, 
that he knew nothing in nature more 
air, no calm more deep, than the city of 
■London at early dawn ? 

1 Tennyson. * Thomas A Kompia 
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Si 


“ Earth has not anything to show morn fair ; \ 

Dull would ho 1)0 ot soul who couhl pass by < 
A sight so touching in its majesty : 

Tliis City now doth, like, a garment, wear 
The beauty of the morning ; , silent, hare, _ ] 

Ships, towers, domes, thoat res, and temples lie f 
Open unto the, fields, and to the sky ; _ ( 

All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 
Never did sun more beautifully steep 
In his first splendour, valley, rock, or bill ; j 
Ne’er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep ! 

The river glideth at his own sweet will : 

Dear God 1 the very houses seem asleep ; 

And all that mighty heart is lying still ! ” 

Milton also described London as 

‘'Too blest abode, no loveliness we see 
In all the earth, but it abound* in thee.” 

Some of our streets indeed are lines of 
loveliness, but yet, after being some time 
in a great city, one longs for the country. 

“The meanest floweret of the vale, 

The simplest note that swells the gale, 

The common sun, the air, the skies, 

To him are opening paradise,” 1 

Here Gray justly places flowers in the 
first place, for whenever in any great 
town we think of the country, flowers 
seem first to suggest themselves. 

“ Flowers,” says Rusk in, “ seem in- 
tended for the solace of ordinary humanity* 
Children love them ; quiet, tender, con- 
tented, ordinary people love them as they 
grow; luxurious and disorderly people 
rejoice in them gathered. They are the 
cottager’s treasure ; and in the crowded 
town, mark, as with a little broken frag- 
ment of rainbow, the windows of the 
workers in whose, heart rests the covenant 
of peace.” But in the crowded street, or 
even in the formal garden, flowers always 
seem, to me at least, as if they were pining 
for the freedom of the woods and fields, 
where they can live and grow as they 
please. 

There are flowers for almost all seasons 
and all places,-— flowers for spring,' 
summer, and autumn ; while even in the 
very depth of winter here and there one 
makes its appearance. There are flowers 
of the fields and woods and hedgerows, of 
the seashore and the lake’s margin, of the 
1 Gray. 


mountain-side up to the very edge of the 
eternal snow. 

And what an infinite variety they 
present 

Daffodils, 

That come before the swallow dares, and tube 
The winds of March with beauty ; violets, dim. 
But sweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes, 

Or Gytherea's breath ; pale primroses, 

That; die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his strength, a malady 
Most incident to maids ; bold oxlip.s and 
The crown imperial ; lilies of all kinds, 

The llower-deduee being one..” 1 

Nor are they more delights to the eye ; 
they are full of mystery and suggestions. 
They almost seem like enchanted prin- 
cesses waiting for some princely deliverer. 
Wordsworth tells ns that 

“ To me the meanest flower that blows can give 

Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.” 

Every color again, every variety of form, 
has some purpose and explanation. 

And yet, lovely as Flowers are, Leaves 
add even more to the Beauty of Nature. 
Trees in our northern latitudes seldom 
own large flowers ; and though of course 
there are notable exceptions, such as the 
Ijorse-ehestnut, still even in these cases 
the flowers live only a few days, while 
the leaves last for months. 

Every tree indeed is a picture in itself : 
The gnarled and rugged Oak, the symbol 
and source of our navy, sacred to the 
memory of the Druids, the type of 
strength, is the sovereign of British trees : 
the Chestnut has beautiful, tapering, and 
rich green, glossy leaves, delicious fruit, 
and wood so durable that to it we owe 
the grand and historic roof of Westniinstei 
Hall. 

The Birch is the queen of trees, will 
her feathery foliage, scarcely visible it 
spring but turning to gold in autumn 
the pendulous twigs tinged with purple 
i and silver stems so brilliantly maC 
i with black and white, 
i The Beech enlivens the country b; 
f tender green in spring, rich 
> summer, and glorious gold and o: 

1 Shakespeare. 
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autumn, set off by the graceful gray J 
stem ; and has, moreover, such a wealth j 
of leaves that, as we see in autumn, there j 
are enough not only to clothe the tree j 
itself but to cover the grass below. 

If the Beech owes much to its delicate 
gray stem, quite as beautiful is the reddish j 
crimson of the Scotch Pine, in such 
charming contrast with the rich green of 
the foliage, by which it is shown oil* 
rather than hidden. Pines, moreover, 
with the green spires of the Firs, keep the 
woods warm in winter. 

The Elm forms grand masses of foliage 
win ch turn a beaufci i ul golden yellow in 
autumn ,* and the Black Poplar with its 
perpendicular leaves, rustling and trem- 
bling with every breath of wind, towers 
over moat of our other forest trees. 

Nor must I overlook the smaller trees : 
the Yew with its thick green foliage ; the 
wild Guelder rose, which lights up the 
woods in autumn with translucent glossy 
berries and many-tinted leaves ; or the 
Bryonies, the Briar, the Traveller’s Joy, 
and many another plant, even humbler 
perhaps, and yet each with some exquisite 
beauty and grace of its own, so that we 
must all have sometimes felt our hearts 
overflowing with gladness and gratitude, 
as if the woods were full of music— as if 


“ The woods were .filled so full with song 

There seemed no room for sense of wrong.” 1 

On the whole, no doubt, woodlands are 
most beautiful in the summer ; yet even 
in winter the delicate tracery of the 
branches, which cannot be so well seen 
when they are clothed with leaves, has a 
special beauty of its own ; while every 
now and then hoar lrost or snow settles 
like silver on every branch and twig, 
lighting up the forest as if by enchant- 
ment in preparation for some fairy 
festival. J 

I feel with Jefferies that “by day or 
by night, summer or winter, beneath 
trees the heart feels nearer to that depth 
of life which the far sky means. The 
rest of spirit found only in beauty, ideal 

1 Tennyson. 


:U"1 I’liiv .•umr.s 111,.,,, butumse t, lie distance 
KfciiiH within touch of thought.” 

TIu- Kenmi! efIWt of Ibr^iUin tropical 
lVjtmiiH must ho wry , lillWv.it from that 
<’l tl..*,. ... our httiimh,, Kingsley 
' k,W,kW «? «»“ l.OlplcM., 088 , con- 
htsuui, awi 1 , all but terror. The trunks 

; m ; fy T ml Hlv U ht ’ risi, *R t0 a m 

height without, a I 'ranch, no that the wood 
seems .at; first comparatively open. In 
Brazilian incests, for instance, the trees 
Htruggk* upwards, and the foliage forms 
an unbroken canopy, perhaps a hundred 
loot overboard. .1 lore, indeed, high up i n 
the air is the real life of the forest, 
everything seems to climb to the light. 
Thl \ climb, birds climb 

reptiles climb, and the variety of climb! 
iiqg plants is tar greater t han anything to 
which we art* accustomed. 

Many savage nations worship trees, 
and 1 really think my iirst feeling would 
be one ot delight and interest rather than 
ot surprise, if some day when 1 am alone 
in a wood one of (lie trees were to speak 
to me. Even if not enchanted they are 
enchanting : by day they are mysterious, 
and this is much more the case at night 
W i t h, wood, Water seems to be natur- 
ally associated. Without water no land- 
scape i« complete, while overhead the 
clouds add beauty to the heavens them- 
selves. The spring ami tlm rivulet, the 
brook, the river, and the lake, seem to 
give life to Nature, and were indeed re-' 
garded by our ancestors as living entities 
themselves. Water is beautiful in the 
j morning mist, in the broad lake, in the 
glancing stream, in tlm river pool, or the ' ■ 
wide ocean, beautiful in all its varied 
moods* It nourishes vegetation ; ■ it 
clothes the lowlands with green and the •. 
mountains with snow* It sculptures the 
rocks and excavates the valleys, in most 
cases acting mainly through the soft rain, 
though our harder rocks are still grooved 
by the ice-chisel of bygone ages. 

Tire refreshing power of water upon 
the earth is scarcely greater than that 
which it exercises cm the mind of man. 
Alter a long spell of work how delightful 
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it is to sit by a bike or river, or on tlie 
seashore, ami enjoy the Irenli air, the 
glancing sunshine on the water, and the 
ripple of the waves upon sand. 

Every Englishman loves tlm sight ol 
the Sea. We feel that it is to us a second 
home. It seems to vivify the very at- 
mosphere, so that Sea air is proverbial as 
atonic, and the very thought ( >l it. makes 
the blood dunce in our veiinc The. Ocean 
gives an impression of freedom nod 
grandeur more intense perhaps even than 
the aspect of the heavens themselves. . A 
poor woman from Manchester, on being 
taken to the seaside, is said to have, ex- 
pressed her delight on seeing for the first 
time something of which there was enough 
for everybody. The sea coast is always 
interesting. When we think of the el ill 
sections with their histories of bygone 
ages; the shore itself teeming with sea- 
weeds and animals, waiting for the return 
of the tide, or thrown up from deeper 
water by the waves ; the weird cries of 
seabirds; the delightful feeling that, with 
every breath, we are laying in a store of 
fresh life, and health, and energy, it is 
impossible to over-estimate all we owe to 
the Sea, 

It is, moreover, always changing. We 
went for our holiday last year to by me 
Regia, Let me attempt to describe the 
changes in the view from our windows 
during a single day. Our sitting- room 
opened on to a little lawn, beyond which 
the ground dropped suddenly to the, sea, 
while over about two miles of water were. 

the hills of the Dorsetshire coast- —Golden 

Cap, with its bright crest of yellow sand, 
and the dark blue I das Cliff of Black V cm. 
When I came down early in the morning 
the sun was rising opposite, shining into 
the room over a calm sea, along an avenue 
of light ; by degrees, as it rose, the whole 
sea glowed in the sunshine, while the hills 
were bathed in a violet mist. By break- 
fast-time all color had faded from the 
-it was like silver passing on each 


and quarries and lines of stratification 
began to show themselves, though the 
dills were still in shadow, and the more 
distant headlands still, a .mere succession 
of ghosts, each one fainter than the one 
before it. As the morning advances the 
sea becomes blue, the dark woods, green 
meadows, and golden cornfields of the 
opposite coast more distinct, the details 
of the dill’s come, gradually into view, 
and fishing-boats with dark sails begin to 
appear. 

Gradually as the sun rises higher, a, 
yellow line of shore appears under the 
opposite d ill's, and the sea changes its 
color, mapping itself out as it were, the 
shallower parts turquoise blue, almost 
green ; the deeper ones violet. 

This does not last long a thunderstorm 
comes up. The wind mutters overhead, 
the rain patters on the leaves, the coast 
opposite seems to shrink into itself, as if 
it would fly from the storm. The sea 
grows dark and rough, and white horses 
appear here and there. 

But the storm is soon over. The chunk 
break, tin*, rain stops, the sun, shines once 
more, the lulls opposite come out again. 
They are divided now not only into fields 
and woods, but into sunshine and shadow 
The sky clears, and as the sun begins U 
descend westwards the sea becomes om 
beautiful dear uniform azure, changin' 
again soon to pale blue in front and dark 
violet beyond ; and once more, as cl ouch 
begin to gather again, into an archi pelage 
of bright blue sea and islands ol dee] 
ultramarine. As the sun travels west 
ward, the opposite bills change again 
They scarcely seem like the same country 
What was in sun is now in shade, am 
what was in shade now lies bright in th 
sunshine. The sea once more become 
uniform solid blue, only flecked r * 
by scuds of wind, and becnr 
towards evening as the sun si 1 
which catch his setting rays 
deep color and in some p 
almost as white as chalk ; w 


side into gray : the sky blue, flecked with , - . . 

leecy clouds ; while, on the gentler slopes j they light up agam for a m 
of the coast opposite, fields and woods, | golden glow, the sea at th 
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sinking to a cold gray. But soon the 
hills grow cold too, Golden (tap holding 
out, bravely to the last, and the shade* of 
evening settle over cl ill' and wood, conn 
field and meadow. 

These are. but; a part, and a very small 
part, of the changes of a single day. And 
scarcely any two days are alike. At j 
times a sea-fog covers everything. Again j 
the sea which sleeps to-day so peacefully, 
sometimes rages, and the very existence of; 
the bay itself hears witness to its force. j 

The night, again, varies like the day. j 
Sometimes shrouded by a canopy of dark * 
™ss, sometimes lit up by millions of; 
brilliant worlds, sometimes bathed in the 
light of a moon, which never retains the j 
same form for two nights together. 

If Lakes are less grand than the sea, 
they are in some respects even more 
lovely. Tire seashore is comparatively 
bare. the banks of Lakes are often 
richly clothed with vegetation which 
comes close down to the water’s edge, 
sometimes hanging even into the water I 
itself. They are often studded with well * 1 
wooded islands. They are sometimes 
fringed with green meadows, sometimes 
bounded by rocky promontories rising 
• directly from comparatively deep water ; 
while the calm bright surface is often 
fretted by a delicate pattern of interlacing 
ripples ; or reflects a second, softened, and 
inverted landscape. 

To water again we owe the marvellous 
spectacle of the rainbow— God’s bow in 
the clouds” It is indeed truly n heavenly 
messenger, and so unlike anything else that 
it scarcely seems to belong to this world. 

Many things are colored, but the rain- 
bow seems to be color itself. 

c , “First the flaming red 

Sprang vivid forth 5 the tawny brunsc next 
And delicious yellow ; by ’ 

M the kind beams of aU-rofreshhiR green. 

,£wu the pure blue that swells autumnal skies 
Ethereal play’d ; and then, of sadder hue 
Ejnerged the deeper indigo (as when 
TIlA UaKW.ci rnVfr.,1 • i 


part \\ 


We 


Tin -i I/. J . . ovwuug uroopa with fro, si 
of tofraoted light 

Died in t he faulting violet away.’* 1 5 


Thomson, 


, ll ° 1 sullic-iimtly realisn 

is (],, blessing of J 
u wuiiM have I'i'en possible, it would 
j'V-u umro jirolialilo, that J 

h lt . '“'f. 1 '. 1 w,!lWw l US to perceive 
" , tlns ' volll(1 0,l| y havo been by 

an.l Ion.,. How we perceive color 

,s "‘‘ t .v*;l „1 ; and yet wl.enwe 

:i l n ak nl “"‘on- the i,le aa which 

,n " st .‘'Utnrally are those of 
11 , ani * I'Utlrrllii*, Hewers and shells 

pivcimm stmies, skies, and rainbows. 

Our minds might have been constituted 
exactly as they arc, we might have been 
capable of mmprehmidiiig the highest and 
mi hi in lost truths, ami yet, but; for a small 
‘►rgan in the head, tin*, world of sound 
w«udd have been shut out from us ; we 
tdiouid have lost all the varied melody of 
nature, the charms of music, the conversa- 
tion ot iriemfs, and have been condemned 
to perpetual silence; u alight alteration 
m the retina, which is not thicker than a 
sheet of paper, not larger than a finger- 
nail, — and the glorious spectacle of this 
beautiful world, the exquisite variety of 
form, the glow and play of color, the 
variety ol scenery, of woods and fields, 
and lakes and hills, seas mid mountains, 
the beauty of the sky alike by day and 
night, would all have been lost to us. 

Mountains, again, u seem to have been 
built tor the human race, as at once their 
schools and cathedrals ; full of treasures 
of illuminated manuscript for the scholar, 
kindly in simple lessons for the worker, 
quiet in pale cloisters for the thinker, 
glorious in holiness for the worshipper.” 
They are u great cathedrals of the earth, 
with their gates of rock, pavements of 
cloud, choirs of stream ami stone, altars of' 
snow, and vaults of purple traversed by 
the continual stars,” 

All these beauties are comprised in 
TtninyHon’HexiiuiHitedescripthinofGtlnone’s '• 
vale— the city, flowers, trees, river, and 
mountains. 

“ There lies a vale in Ida, lovelier 
Than all the valleys of Ionian hills. 

1 lluskin* 
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He swimming vapour athwart ttm r|w>. 

Puts forth an arm, and creel*. Iron. jm.« \> !•« ‘S 
ini. loiters slowly drawn. On either liaml 
The lawns and moadow-ledp's midway down 
Hang rich in flowers, ami far Wlow them roars 
The long brook falling thro' the r.lov n raviuc 
In cataract after oiitiirnct to the sea. 

Behind the valley topmost < mrgarns 
Stands up and takes the morning ; hot m Iront, 

The gorges, opening wide apart, reveal 
Troas and I’lioiiLs coin tun <1 citadel, 

The crown of Turns/* 

And when we raise our eyes from earth, 
jvho has not sometimcH felt “ the witchery 
3 f the soft blue sky” ? who has not 
watched a cloud floating upwards as if on 

its way to heaven 1 
And yet “ if, in our moments ot utter 
idleness and insipidity, we turn to the sky 
as a last resource, which of its phenomena 
do we speak of? One nays, it has been 
wet; and another, it has been windy 5 
rod another, it has been warm. Who, 
among the whole chattering crowd, ran 
tell me of the forms and the precipices 
of the chain of tall white mountains that 
girded the horizon at noon yesterday ? 
Who saw the narrow sunbeam that came 
out of the south, and smote upon their 
summits until they molted ami mouldered 
away in a dust of blue rain I Who saw 
the dance of the dead clouds when the sun- 
light left them last night, and the west 
wind blew them before it like withered 
leaves ? All has passed, unregretted as 
unseen ; or if the apathy be ever shaken 
off, even for an instant, if is only by what 
is gross, or what is extraordinary ; and 
yet it is not in the broad and tierce mani- 
festations of the elemental energies, not in 
the clash of the hail, nor the drift ot the 
whirlwind, that the highest characters ot 
the sublime are developed.” 1 

But exquisitely lovely as is the bine 
arch of the midday sky, with its Inexhaust- 
ible variety of clouds, “ there is yet a light 
which the eye invariably seeks with a 
deeper feeling of the beautiful, the light 
of the declining or breaking day, and 
.the flakes of scarlet cloud burning like 
watch-firesm the green sky of the horizon.” - 

1 Ruskln. a AWd 


The evening colors indeed soon fade 
away, hut as night comes on, 

u how glows tho firmament 
With living sapphires ! Hesperus that led 
The starry host, rode brightest ; till tho moon 
Rising in clouded majesty, at length, 

Apparent queen, unveiled her peerless light. 
And o’er the dark her silver mantle threw/* 1 

We generally speak of a beautiful night 
when it is calm and clear, and the stars 
shine brightly overhead ; but how grand 
also are the/ wild ways of Nature, how 
magnificent when the lightning flashes, 
u between gloom and glory” ; when 

“ .From peak to peak, the rattling crags among 
Leaps the live thunder/'* 

In the words of Osman — 

*• (5 hosts ride in the tempest to-night ; 

Sweet is their voice between the gusts of wind, 
Their songs arc of other worlds. ’ 

Nor are the wonders and beauties of the 
heavens limited by the clouds and the blue 
sky, lovely as they are. In the heavenly 
bodies we have before us the perpetual 
presence of the sublime. They are so im- 
mense and so far away, and yet on soft 
summer nights “ they seem leaning down 
to whisper in the ear of our souls.” a 

“A man can hardly lift up his eyes to- 
wards the heavens,” says Seneca, “without 
wonder and veneration, to see so many 
millions of radiant lights, and to observe 
their courses and revolutions, even with- 
out any respect to the common good of the 
Universe” 

Who does not sympathise with the 
feelings of Dante as he rose from his visit 
to the lower regions, until, he says, 

1 « On our view the beautiful lights of heaven 
Dawned through a circular opening iu the cave, 
Thence issuing, we again beheld the stars. 

As wo watch the stars at night they 
seem so still and motionless that we can 
hardly realise that all the time they are 
rushing on with a velocity far far exceed- 
ing any that man has ever accomplished 
Like the sands of the sea, the star 
heaven have ever been used as an ap 
priate symbol of number, and we k 
that there are more than 100,000,0 
1 Milton. 3 Byron. 8 Symom 
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many, no doubt, with planets of their own. ; the distaneew of the stars are bo 
But tliia is by no means all. The Hour of j that 10U0 yearn makes hardly any (fiff er 
heaven is not only ‘‘thick inlaid with j mice in tlm appearance of the* Heavens 
patines of bright gold,” but is studded also j It, is, indeed, hut, a feeble expression 
with extinct stars, once probably as briblnf the truth to say that the infinities re 

limit as our own sun, but now dead and j verticil to us by Science, -the infmitel* 

cold, as Helmholtz thinks that our own j great in the one direction, and the J 

sun will be some seventeen millions of finitely small in the other, -ro far beyond 

years hence. Then, again, there are the anything which had occurred to the un- 
comets, which, though but few are visible aided imagination of Man, and are not 
to the unaided eye, are even more numerous j only a never fail ing source of pleasure 
than the stars ; there, are the ncbulio, and and interest, lmt lift us above the petty 
the countless minor bodies circulating in ; troubles, and lndp us to bear the greater 
space, and occasionally visible, as meteors. ! sorrows, of life. 

Nor is it only the number of the I 


heavenly bodies which is so overwhelm- 
ing ; their magnitude and distances are- 
al most more impressive. The ocean is 
so deep and broad as to be almost infinite, 
and indeed in so far as our imagination 
is the limit, so it may be. Yet what is 
the ocean compared to the sky ? Our 
globe is little compared to the giant orbs 
of Jupiter and Saturn, which again sink 
into insignificance by the side of the Sun. 
The Sun itself is almost as nothing com- 
pared with the dimensions of the solar j 
system. Birins is a thousand times as 
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fount each nfilktion, whether light or grave, 
foil's messenger sent; down to thee ; 

Brief should bo 

bike joy, majestic, equable, sedate ; 
Cuntirming, cleansing, raising, making free; 
Strong to nonmime small tmu ides ; to commend 


great as the Bun, and a million times u 
far away. The solar system itself travel 
in one region of space, sailing betwee; 
worlds and worlds ; and is surrounded b 
many other systems at least as great am 


Ureal thoughts, grave thoughts, thoughts 
lasting to the end.** 

An huey i*k Verb. 

Wk have in life many troubles, and 
troubles are of many kinds. Some 


complex ; while we know that even then 
we have not. reached the limits of the 
Universe itself. 

There are stars so distant that their 
light, though travelling 180,000 miles m j 
a second, yet takes years ho reach us ; and 
beyond all these are other systems of stars 
which are so far away that they cannot 
be perceived singly, but even when grouped 
by thousands appear in our most powerful 
telescopes only as minute clouds or nebula*. 

The velocities of the Heavenly bodies 
are equally astounding. We ourselves 
make our annual journey round the Sun 
at the rate of 1000 miles a minute; of 
the so-called “ fixed ” stars Sirius moves 
at the same rate, and Arcturus no less 
than 22,000 miles a minnte. And yet 


sorrows, alas, arc real enough, especially 
those we bring on ourselves, but others, 
and by no menus the least numerous, are 
mere ghosts of troubles ; if we face them 
boldly, we find that they have no sub- 
stance or reality, but are mere creations 
of our own morbid imagination, and that 
it is as true now im in the time of David 
that u Man dinquieteth himself in a vain 
shadow” 

Some, in fact, of our troubles arc evils, 
but not real ; while others are real, hut 
not evils. 

u And yet, into bow unfathomable a; 
gulf the mind rushes when the troubles 
of this world agitate it If it then forget 
its own light, which is eternal joy, and 
rush into the outer darkness, which are the 
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//f tills world, as 1,1... mind now <low ,! 

“Sowsnntlnn^lHnlmtbnmnUt.u.md’ j 

“Athens, ” mill EpietauH, “is ft «»<h 1 
laee — bvit happiness is much bettor ; to 
\e free from passions, i ree from dis- 
turbance.” , 

We should endeavour to maintain our- 
selves in 

u licit blessed mood 
Tn which the burden of tho mystery, _ 

I11 which tin*, heavy and the weary weight, 

Of all this unintelligible world 
Is lightened/’ J 

So shall wo fear “ neither the exile of 
Aristides, nor the prison of Aniwa«i>nw, 
nor the poverty of Socrates, nor the con- 
demnation of i’hoe.iim, hut think virtue 
worthy our love even under such trials. " 
We should then he, to a great, extent, in- 
dependent of external eircumstaueeH, for 

»< Stone walls do not a prison make, 

N< »r iron bars a cage, 

Winds innocent- and quint take 
Tic.it for an hermitage. 

<< If I have freedom in my love, 

And in my .soul am tree ; 

Angels alone that soar above 
Knjoy mu eh liberty/ 4 

In the wine words of Shakespeare* 

“ All places that the eye of Heaven visits o 
Are to t he wise man ports and happy havens. 

-.Happiness indeed depends much more 
on what is within than without us. 
When Hamlet says that the world i« “ft 
goodly prison ; in which there are many 
: ; confines, ' wards, and dungeons ; Denmark 
being one of the worst ” and Uosonerantvs 
differs from him, lie rejoins wisely, “ Why 
then, ’fcisj none to you ; for there ^ is 
nothing either good or had, hut thinking 
makes it so : to me it is a prison/ 

“All is opinion,” said Marcus Aurelius. 
/That which does not make a man. worse, 
how can it make his life worse *1 Hut 
death certainly, and life, honor and dis- 
honor, pain and pleasure, all these things 


1 King Alfred’s translation of the Consola- 
tions of Boethius. 

2 Wordsworth. I lutarch. 

4 Lovelace. 


happen equally to good men and Had, 
being tilings which make ua neither 
better nor worse.” 

“ The greatest evils,” observes Jeremy 
Taylor, “are from within us; and from 
ourselves also we must look far our 
greatest good/ 

“The mind,” says Milton, 

« is Us own place, and in itself 
Can make a Heaven of Hell, a Hell ol Heaven. 

Milton indeed in his blindness saw 
more beautiful visions, and Beethoven in 
his deafness heard more heavenly music, 
than most of us can ever hope to enjoy. 

We are all apt, when we know not 
what may happen, to fear the worst. 
When we know the full extent of any 
danger, it is half over. Hence many dread 
ghosts more than robbers, not only with- 
out reason, hut against reason; tor even 
if ghosts existed, how could they hurt us i 
and in ghost stories, few, even of those 
who say that they have seen a ghost, ever 
profess or pretend to have felt one. 

Milton, in his description of death, 
dwells on this characteristic of obscurity : 

11 The other shape— 

If shape it might he call’d that shape had none 
Distinguishable in member, joint, or hum ; 

Or substance might 1* call’d that shadow 

For vac), seem’d cither-black bo stood as 
night. 

Fierce as ten furies, terrible as hell, , 

And shook a dreadful dart. What Bound 
his head „ , A 

The likeness of a kingly crown had on. 

The effect of darkness and night in 
enhancing terrors is dwelt on in one of 
the sublimeat passages in Job— 

« Xn thoughts from the visions of the night, 

When deep sleep falleth on men, 

Fear came upon me, and trembling, 

Which made all my bones to shake. 

Then a spirit passed before my face ; 

The hair of my flesh stood up s y . .• . 

It stood still, but I could not discern the form 
thereof: 

An image was before mine eyes, t 
There was silence, and 1 heard a voice, saying, 
Shall mortal man bo more just than Uod f 

Thus was the terror turned into a lesson 
of comfort and of mercy. 
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We often magnify troubles ami difli- { happy, and .five 
cultics, and look at, them till they seen, ! uhie.h olte, ' mhi 1 ^ ^ 

much greater than they really are. |jfi. • W()U y . , uhlUur d °mestic 

Dangers are often “light, if they once j keep himself tl H f r anluX" f*™ and 
seem light; and more dangers have jin the words „f the ( 'l,ii ! W °" ld ’ 
deceived men than forced them: wav, ! “sw.-ei. aw-.v »i. . , mose provetp , 

it were better to meet some dangers ! own door ,„d • /T before ^ 

half way, though they come nothing: his neighbour's tiles '“”‘1,! 1° ?° n 

near, than to keep too long a wateh i were not from tin nobler » 11 ‘ ho "gh it 
upoti their approaches ; for if a man how well it. wn hi 1 to i 
watch to° long, it is odds he will foil j relations, and ftfoS 


Foresight is wise, but fore-sorrow is 
foolish ; and castles arc at any rate better 
than dungeons, in the air. 

It happens, unfortunately too often 
that by some false step, intentional or 


“|? 1 Klk Ul " world, how ft, 

their own good, or, knowing it, imrsiio."! 

It would be a great thing if people 

could he brought to realise that they can 

never add to the sum of their happiness 


unintentional, we have missed the 'right ' t0 tl,t! H . um of th(,ir happiness 

~i «ki 8 „„, *»,. “ 0 “! t £i s'iirr;"; *• *•.«■*«#* 

retrace our stops? can we recover \vU t ! ! V ’ !. ,* we perceive 

» -> wA* <» iruv&ss VV V ; sir* 


is lost ? This may be done, 
gloomy a view to affirm that 

“ ^ fl % f h ^0 much, or a Idas too Iona 
And there comes a mist and a wcepim? rain 
And Hie is never the same again,” ~ h 


There are two noble sayings of Socrates, 

that to do evil is more to he avoided! , - *,«,,• <«■ i 

than to suffer it ; and that when a man i l!V “ r , muiy to wnr “ «« of danger, 
has done evil, it is better for him to he 
punished than to be unpunished. 

We generally speak of selfishness as 
a fault, and as if it interfered with the 
general happiness. But this is not alto- 
getber correct. Many people are not 
only selfish, but foolishly selfish ; they 

X”? C0U f a of actio “ which neither 
makes themselves nor any one else happy 

_ “ re n , ot T s T e truth in Goethe’s 
saymg^ though I do not altogether agree 
with him, that “ every man ought to begin 
with himself, and make his own happiness 
?f’ f ronl which the happiness of the 


' ; — «**ppme88 oi tlm 

foUow’T TK 0UM at un T uestif, oably 
V‘!°? 1 , Tbl8 18 perhaps too broadly 
stated, and of course exceptions might he 
pointed out : but assuredly if eve ry one 

rt a r eXCe n f* take care of his 

own health ; would keep himself strom? 
and cheerful; would make his home 
1 Bwoe. 2 G. Macdonald. 


that, it wmi M have been far better for 
nm to have been punished at. first and 
thus saved from greater suffering in after 

I he beautif ul idea that every man has 
wffh him a (.luardian Angel is true in- 
deed : for ( limseienco is ever on the watch, 


No doubt we often fiiiT "disposed to 
complain, and yet it, is moat ungrateful; 

r,n . , „ u {,, “ r who would lose, 

I hough lull of pnm, thin intellectual being, 
IboNtj thought* that wander through .Eternity; 
lo perish rather, .swallowed up, and lost, 
in the wide wnmh of uncreated thought 

But perhaps it. will be said that there 
are real troubles in life, but that they ore 
intended to prepare us for another and a 
better world, Well, then, why should we 
complain of what is but a preparation for 
future htippiligMH f 
We ought to 

”0)unt each affliction, whether light or grave, 
f. 8 *n«««UKcr sent down to thro ; do thou 
With court cay receive him ; rise and how ; 
And, ere Ida alrndow pass thy threshold* crave '• 
mmiHsio,, first Ida heavenly feet to lave; 

Emm lay before him all thou hast ; allow 
JNo piouu of paasiem to u«urp thy brow, 
s ww thy hospitality • no wave 
0f mo rtal tumult to obliterate 


‘ Bryden* 


Milton. 
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"rile soul’s iiMtnuowiJ eJiumws : (.)vM should | anil joy” ; and if properly liudev.stood, 
l,o j would enable. us “ to Hequiesee in the 

Like joy, majestic, oqualdo, s**ilnt 0 ; . j pn^omt without repining to remember 

1 r' T !: h r“ kn,1 , ,H T a '?Jr m ;f 

Great thoughts, grave thoughts, thoughts 1 the iuturo hopefully and cheerfully with- 
lasting to the end.” 1 j out tear or .suspicion.” 


Some persons are like the waters oi 
Bettada, arid require to. bis troubled 
Hore they can exercise their virtue. ^ 
“We shall get more eon ten ted ness ” 
says Plutarch, “from the presence of a, 11 
these blessings if we fancy them as absent, 
and remember from time to time how 
people when ill yearn tor health, and 
people in war for peace, and strangers 
and unknown in a great city for reputa- 
tion and friends, and how painful it is to 
be deprived of all these when one has 
once had them. For then each oi these 
blessings will not appear to us only great 
and valuable when it is lost, and oi, no 
value when we have it. . . . And yet it. 
makes much for contented ness of mind to 
look for the most part at. home and to our 
own condition ; or if not, to look at the 
case of people worse off than ourselves, 
and not, as people do, to compare our- 
selves with those who are better oft . . . 
But you will find others, Mhians, or 
Galatians, or Bithynians, not content 
with the share of glory or power they 
have among their fellow-citizens, hut 
weeping because they do not wear sena- 
tors’ shoes ; or, if they have them, that 
they cannot he priotors at Rome ; or it 
they get that office, that they arc not 
consuls ; or if they are consuls, that they 
are only proclaimed second ami not first. 

. . . Whenever, then, you admire any one 
carried by in his litter as a greater man. 
than yourself, lower your eyes and look 
tit those that hear the. litter,” And again, 
“1 am very taken with Diogenes’ remark 
to a stranger at Lacedmmon, who was 
dressing with much, display for a feast 
‘ Does not a good man consider every day 
a feast?’ . * * Seeing then that life is 
the most complete initiation into all these 
things, it ought to be full of ease of mind 


CHAPTER X 

LABOUR AND REST 

“ Through labour to vest, through combat to 
victory/’ Thomas A K km rus. 

A mono the troubles of life I do not, oi 
course, reckon the necessity of labour. 

Work indeed, ami hard work too, if 
| only it he in moderation, is in itself a 
j rich source of happiness. We all know 
how quickly time passes when we are 
well employed, while the moments hang 
heavily on the hands of the idle. Occupa- 
tion drives away care and all the small 
troubles of life. The busy man has no 
time to brood or to fret. 

“ From toil he wins his spirits light, 

From busy day the peaceful night ; 

Rich, from the very want of wealth, 

In Heaven’s host treasures, peace, and 
health.” 1 

This applies especially to the labour of 
the field and the workshop. Humble it 
may he, hut if it does not dazzle with the 
promise of fame, it gives the satisfaction 
of -duty fulfilled, and the inestimable 
blessing of health. As Emerson reminds 
those entering life, “The angels that live 
with them, and are weaving laurels of life 
for their youthful brows, are toil and truth 
and mutual faith.” 

Labour was truly said by the ancients 
to be the price which the gods set upon 
everything worth having. We all admit, 
though we often forget, the marvellous 
power of perseverance ; and yet all Nature, 
down to Bruce’s spider, is continually 
impressing this lesson on us. 

Hard writing makes easy reading 5 


1 Aubrey do Vere. 


1 Gray. 
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Plato is said to have rewritten the fm»t : epics, ho only it he honest work 1 
page of the Republic thirteen times ; and | thine mvn approbation, it, (S ] ri j| ° Jf 0 ° 
Carlo Maratti, we are told, made three 1 reward to tie* mmmoh ms well 'as 
hundred sketches of the head of Antinmia : thought *. no matter how often * ] »f v + f 
before he brought it to his satisfaction. j yon are horn to victory. The 6 .| 
It is better to wear out than to rust i of a thing well done, k to hm 1 
out, and there is u a dust win eh Hetties <m j i{R 1 * C01le 

the heart, as well as that which rest, upon I Nor ran 
the ledge.” 1 | ing, or any . 

At the present time, though there may j the pri/c. «, 
be some special drawbacks, we. come toj Tie- mo.a 
our work with many advantages which ! mu,. I n..rogu 
were not enjoyed in olden times, 'We! 
live in much greater security ourselves, j mm , h , to . ,j “ lluit is * ,Mti Wgmi, 

and arc less liable to have the fruit* of! £ j;;::!; ^ 'Z 'FuZ 
our labour torn violently from uh. | * ° 

But though labour is good for man, j Bi <ddeu times the ditliculties of study 
it may be, and unfortunately often is, ' u / !,v ’ i:iv ^ ,v ^ r than they are now, 

hooks were expensive ami cumbersome, 
in many cases nmivover chained to the 
desks on which they were kept, The 
;reatest scholars have often been very 


tny work, however persever- 
w ' •' -S kowever great, exhaust 

lit'.*. 

'tndimi ., the most .successful, 
e that there yet remain 


carried to excess. Many are wearily 


asking themselves 


“Ah why 

Should life all labour he = ' 


, . | ! 1tinr * Krasin um used to read ) » y moonlight 

rbero is a time lor all things, Hays ; Uwuuse b,. .-.mld not ullArd a candle, and 
Solomon, a time to work ami a timo to St „ | M!linVf r „ r t | (U luve 0 f 

play: we shall work all the better for j charily, but (V.r I he love of lcamina."* 
reasonable change, and one reward of; Want, of time in no excuse for idleness, 
work is to secure leisure, | "Our life," says J.,v,,,y Taylor, “is too 

. . is a goot: Haying that wlmre there h j short to .serve the ambition of a haughty • 

a will there’s a way ; but while it is all j prince ur » usurping rebel; too Wo 
very well to wish, Wishes must not hike j time purchase wlM[ U) Misly 
the place ot work ; , ht , „ f ft V!li fool / 0 

in whatever sphere his duty lies, every j trample all the enemies of our just 

man npust rely mainly on himself. Others j or unjust interest : but for the obtaining 

eau help us, but we must make ourselves, j virtue, for the purchase of sobriety and 
No one else can see for us. To profit by j modesty, for the actions of religion, God 
our advantages we must leant to use for gives us time sullieienl, if we make the 

j oiagumgH <>! Uh* morning and evening, 
“Tho dark lantern of the spirit is our infancy and old age, to be 

Which none can hoc by, but lie who hours it.” I bikim into t he cumputaliunn of a mail” 
t+ n .. Work in m much a imccssitv of exist- 

h JL? ^ *° my &mt ! t1,,U 11 » 'p.fstion whether, 

we do nl fm, ^ thr0WU aw| y* 11 j than how, we Shall work. An old saying 

any rate we enrich “ * lwt ttevil w,,rk **** 


XT'! ' A4 * v { cw,u * . 1 who do not, make it for thcsuwelvea, and 


every hour, paid or unpaid; see only 
that thou work, and thou eanst not 
escape the reward : whether thy work be 
fine or coarse, planting corn or writing 

^ .Toffar.aa a 

4 Tennyson. 


tempts the busy man, but the idle man 
tempts the Devil 

If we Englishmen have succeeded as a 


Emerson. 


* Coleridge, 


9 W. Morris, 
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(.Veil | kunw what poverty is when it has found 


eon hi 


ZT n „ w. due in no nma.ll measure | comprehended these tiling ir«»m living 
ftC M that w« lmvii wo.-k.xl 1 with .1 lijjflifc heart an, l l.earin- .-iisily t.ho 

Not only ***i hut we have the ; rei.m ; .,uietly «x F «ti..g ev.u-ytl.mK wn.di 

L, of Nature to work for ns. “ Strain” ; <‘nn hap|>m, awl i-iulurin^ that « urh has 
mV? Emerson, “ is almost an Eiij-lisliinait.” | ulivmly 1 utpin- ! ? \\ oul.l you have me 

The power of work has esjieeiully j to h'-ar poverty if Unite ami you will 
eliawcterisi-.l our greatest men. 

Slid of Sir W. Ualeigh that he 
toil terribly.” 

Wc arts most* of uh proud of belong mg 
to the greatest, Ktnpire the world has ever 
seen. It may he said of tin with espreiiii 
truth in VVordswortJi’a words that 

“The world is too mudi with us ; lut*' anil soon. 

Getting ami spending, we lay waste our powers. 

Yes, but wluit world ? Tlie world will In* 
with us sure enough, and whether we 
please or not. .! hit w hut sort ut worbl it 
will be for uh, will depend greatly cm 
ourselves. 

'We are told to pray 'not. to be taken 
out of tlio world, but to be kept from the 
evil. 

The world no doubt is full of liie, 
sound, and movement* but this need 
not disturb uh. Thu nurse sings to 
the child m she rocks him to sleep in 
the cradle ; ami the wise man may keep 
his mind peaceful and at rent amid all 
the life and movement of the greatest 
city. 

Lastly, work nee urea the rich reward 
of rest ; we must rest to be able ^ to 
work well, arid work to be able to enjoy 
rest. 

M We must no doubt beware that, our 
; rest become not the rest of stones, which 


.HIP who can act well the part of a poor 
man. 'Would you have me to possess 
power? Ivt me have power, and also 
the trouble of it. Well, banishment'? 
Wherever 1 shall go, there it will be well 
with me." 1 

“ Wo complain,” says buskin, u ol the 

want of maily things -we want votes, we 

want liberty, we want amusement, we 
want money. Which ol us ice Is, or 
knows, that he wants peace? 

u There are two ways ol getting it, if 
you do want it* T he first is wholly in 
i your own power ; to make yourselves 
! nests of pleasant thoughts. . . . None of 
| us yet know, for none of us have yet been 
taught in early youth, what fairy palaces 

we may build of beautiful thought proof 

against, all adversity. Bright fancies, 
satisfied memories, noble histories, faith- 
ful sayings, treasure-houses of precious 
and restful thoughts ; which care cannot 
disturb, nor pain make gloomy, nor 

poverty take away from uh— houses built 

without hands, for our souls to live in.” 

The Buddhists believe in many forms 
of future punishment ; but the highest 

reward of virtue is Nirvana” the final 

and eternal rest. 

Very touching is the appeal of: Ash* 
manezer to be left in peace, which was 


reau .ueeuuu? .mu* *<sm* n «.-**** v*-*, — - — x * n 

so long as they are torrent -tossed and ! engraved on hia Sarcophagus at bidcm. A 

° . . * . . ... ....... i. ... .■ .«* . .1 ... i* *,1, tx O-nv-rf nor 


thunder-stricken maintain their majesty ; 
but whim the stream is silent, and the 
storm past, suffer the grass to cover them, 
and the lichen to feed on them, and are 
ploughed down into the dusk . . . The 
rest winch is glorious is of the chamois 
couched breathless iu its granite bed, not 
of the stalled ox over his fodder.” 1 
,,, When we have done our best we may 
wait the result without anxiety, 

“ What hinders a man, who has clearly 
1 Buskin. 


4i In the month of Bui, the fourteenth 
year of my reign, I, King Ashmanezer, 
King of the Sidonians, sou of lung 
Tabuith, King of the Sidonians, spake, 
saying ; 4 1 have been stolen away before 
my time — a son of the flood of days* 
The whilom great is dumb ; the sr~ ^ 
gods is dead ' And I rest in this g 
even in this tomb, in the place wh 
have built My adjuration to all 
Ruling Powers and all men : T ^ ~ 
i Epictetus. 2 Now 
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open tins resting-place, nor search for 
treasure, for there is no treasure with us ; 
and let him not bear away the couch of 
my rest, and not trouble us in this 
resting-place by disturbing the couch of 
my slumbers. . . . For all men who 
should open the tomb of my rest, or any 
man who should carry away the couch of 
my rest, or any one who trouble me on 
this couch : unto them there shall be no 
rest with the departed : they shall not bo 
buried in a grave, and there shall, be to 
them neither sou nor seed. . . . There j 
shall be to them neither root below nor 
fruit above, nor honour amoifg the living 
under the sun.’ ” 1 

The idle man does not know what it is ; 
to enjoy rest, for he has not earned it. ! 
Hard work, moreover, tends not only to i 
give us rest for the body, but, what is j 
even more important, peace to the mind. 1 
If we have done our best to do, and to ; 
be, we can rest in peace, 

“Eu la sua voluntade h nostra pace.”- 1 
In His will is our peace ; and in such 
peace the mind will find its truest delight, i 
for j 

“ When care sleeps, the soul wakes/* 

In youth, as is right enough, the idea ; 
of exertion, and of struggles, is inspiriting 
and delightful ; but as years advance the 
hope and prospect of peace and of rest 
gain ground gradually, and 

c * Whan the hist dawns are fallen on gray, 

And all life a toils and ease complete, 

I hey know who work, not they who play | 
It rest is sweet/' 8 1 j 


1 From Sir M. E. Grant DuITh A \yi, Uer in 
/rut, 

8 Dants - 3 Symomls, 


Cl I A I ‘T 15 II XI 

ultimo ion 


And what doth the Lord minim of fk ni , 

!- -Ki;;.'-.,, a, 

■ humbly with thy t.Vid Mwah. c 

“ Turn iv!i : :iim uiul u n.i.-ii I...1 before God and 
tli" I’uIImt iii this, to visit. l|, „ fatlmrioss anil 
i 1,1 .«»•’»• alHii’iiim, and tn keep himself 

. misputti'd fmin tlw. world." ,[ vmus i 


“Tin' letter iiill.it h, but t.lm spirit givutli life,” 

« Corinthians. 

It would be quite out of place here to 
; enter into any discussion of theological 
, problems or to advocate any particular 
I doctrines. Nevertheless I could not omit 
j wimt ™ to most ho great a comfort and 
: support, in sorrow and suifering, and a 
source of the purest happiness, 

\\ e commonly, however, bring together 
under the. name ol Religion two things 
which are yet very different ; the religion 
of the heart, and that of the. bend. The 
first deals with conduct, and the duties of 
Man; the .second with the nature of the 
supernatural and the future of the Soul, 
being in fact a branch of knowledge. 

Religion .should be a strength, guide, 
ami comfort, not a source of intellectual 
anxiety or angry argument. To persecute 
for religion’s sake implies belief in a 
jealous, cruel, and unjust .Deity, If wfi 
have done our best to arrive at the truth, 
to torment oneself about the result is to 
doubt the goodness of God, and, in the 
words of Bacon, w to bring down the Holy 
CDhofltt instead of the likeness of a dove, 
in the shape of a raven/’ “The letter 
killeth, but the spirit giveth life/’ and it 
h a primary duty to form the highest 
possible conception of God. 

Many, however, and especially many 
women, rentier themselves miserable on 
entering life by theological doubts and 
difficulties. These have reference, in 
ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, not 
to what we should do, but to what we 
should think. As regards action, con- 
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science is generally a ready guide ; to 
follow it is the real ditlicuUy. Theology, 
on the other hand, is a most abstruse, 
science ; but as long as we honestly wish 
to arrive at truth we need not (ear that we 
shall he punished for unintentional error. 
“For what,” says Mieah, M cloth the Lord 
require of thee] but to do justly, to love 
mercy, and to walk humbly with thy God” 
—a law, says Chateaubriand, which the 
Eternal 1ms written not only on the stones 
of Sinai, but; on the heart of man. There 
is very little theology in t he Sermon on the, 
Mount, or indued in any part, of the first 
three Gospels ; and tint diil'erenees which 
keep us apart have their origin rather in 
the study than the Church. Religion was 
intended to bring peace on earth and good- 
will towards men, and whatever tends to 
hatred and persecution, however correct in 
theletter, must 1 >e utterl y w r< mg in the spi rit. 

How much misery would have been 
saved to Europe if Christians had been 
satisfied with the Sermon on lire Mount 1 

Bokhara is said to have contained more 
than 300 colleges, all occupied with theo- 
logy, but ignorant of everything else, and 
it was probably one of the most bigoted and 
imehari table cities in the world. “ Know- 
ledge pulleth up, hut charity edilieth.” 

We must not forget that 

u Ho pnvycth best who loveth best 
All things both great amt small ." 1 

Theologians too often appear to agree that 

, .“The awful shadow of some unseen power 
Floats, though unseen, among us";*' 

and in the days of the Imposition many 
must have sighed for the cheerful childlike 
r&ligion of the Creeks, if they could but 
have had the .Nymphs and Nereids, tire 
Fays and Faeries, with Destiny and Fate, 
but without Jupiter and Mara. 

Sects are the work of Sectarians. No 
truly great religious teacher, as Carlyle 
said, ever intended to 'found a new Sect. 

'Diversity of worship, says a Persian 
proverb, “ has divided the human race 
into seventy-two nations. From among 
all their dogmas I have selected one — 4 Di- 

1 Coleridge, * Shelley. 


vine Love.’” And again, “He needs no 
other rosary whose thread of life is strung 
with tlie beads of love, and thought” 

There is more true Christianity in some 
pagan Philosophers than in certain Chris- 
tian theologians. Take, for instance, Plato, 
Marcus Aurelius, Epictetus, and Plutarch. 

“Now I, Oallicl.es, " says Socrates, “am 
persuaded of the truth of these tilings, 
and I consider how I shall present my 
ho ill whole and umlefilcd before the judge 
in that day. Renouncing the honours at 
which the world aims, 1 desire only to 
know the truth, and to live as well as I 
can, and, when the time comes, to die. 
And, to the utmost of my power, I exhort 
all other men to do the same. And in 
return for your exhortation of me, I 
exhort you also to take part in the great 
combat, which is tire combat of life, and 
greater than every other earthly conflict.” 

“As to piety towards the Gods,” says 
Epictetus, u you must know that this is 
the chief thing, to have right opinions 
about them, to think that they exist, and 
that they administer the All well and 
justly ; and you must fix yourself in this 
principle (duty), to obey them, and to 
yield to them in everything which 
happens, and voluntarily to follow it 
as being accomplished by the wisest 
intelligence.” 

“ Do not act,” says Marcus Aurelius, 
“as if thou wort going to live ten 
thousand years. Death hangs over thee. 
While thou livest, while it is in thy 
power, be good. . . . 

“ Since it is possible that thou may cat 
depart from life this very moment, regu- 
late every act and thought accordingly. 
But to go away from among men, if there 
be Gods, is not a thing to be afraid of, 
for the Gods will not involve thee in 
evil ; but if indeed they do not exist, or 
if they ■ have no concern'' about . human 
affairs, what is it to me to live in a 
universe devoid of Gods, or without a 
Providence. But in truth they do exist, 
and they do care for human things, and 
they have put all the means in man’s 
power to enable him not to fall into real 



94 


THE PLEASURES OF LIFE 


part II 


evils. And as for the rest;, if there was 
anything evil, they would have provided 
for this also, that it should be altogether 
in a man’s power not to fall into it.” 

And Plutarch : “ The Godhead is not 
blessed by reason of his silver and gold, 
nor yet Almighty through his thunder 
and lightnings, but on account of know- 
ledge and intelligence.” 

It is no doubt very difficult; to arrive 
at the exact teaching of Eastern Moralists, 
but the same spirit runs through Oriental 
Literature. For instance, in the Toy 
Cart of King Sudraka, the earliest 
Sanskrit drama with which we are ac- 
quainted, when the wicked Prince tempts 
Vita to murder the Heroine, and says 
that no one would see him, Vita declares 
“All nature would behold the crime — 
the Genii of the Grove, the Sun, the 
Moon, the Winds, the Vault of Heaven, 
the firm -set Earth, the mighty Varna 
who judges the dead, and the conscious 
Soul.” 

There is indeed a tone of doubting sad- 
ness in Roman moralists, as in Hadrian’s 
dying lines to his soul — 

“Amrnuln, vagula, bhnidula 
Hospes, co 1 1 1 esq u o cor j in ri« 

Qua mine abibis in loca : 

Pallidula, rigida, nudtiln, 

Nee, ut soles, dabis jocos/’ 

The same spirit is expressed in the 
epitaph on the tomb of the Duke of 
Buckingham in Westminster Abbey— 

“ Rubins non im probus vixi 

Incertus morior, non perturhatus ; 

Humamim est nescirs et erraro, 

Deo confido 

Omnipotent! benevolentissimo : 

Etas entium miserere mei" 

, Take even the most extreme type of 
difference. Is the man, says Plutarch, 

“ a criminal who'holfls there are no gods ; 
and is not he that holds them to be such 
as the superstitious believe them, is he 
not possessed with notions infinitely more 
atrocious 1 I for my part would much 
rather .have men say of me that there 
never was a Plutarch at all, nor is now 


than to say that, Plutarch is a man m. 
constant, fickle, easily moved to aimer 
revengeful (or trilling provocations, vexsil 
at small things.” 1 

Many tilings have been mistaken for 
religion ; selfishness especially, but also 
lear, hope, love of music, of art, of pomp- 
scruples often take the place of love, and 
the glory of heaven is sometimes made to 
depend upon precious stones and jewellery. 
Many, as has been well said, run after 
Christ, not for the miracles, hut for the 
loaves and fishes. 

In many cases religious differences are 
mainly verbal. There is an Eastern tale 
of four men, an Arab, a Persian, a Turk, 
and a Greek, who agreed to club together 
for an evening meal, but when they had 
done so they quarrelled as to what it 
should be. The Turk proposed Azum 
tin; Arab Aneh, the Persian Angling 
while the Greek insisted on Staphylion. 
While they were disputing 

“ before their eyes did pass 
Laden with grapes, a gardener's ass. 

Sprang to his feet each man, and showed, 
With eager hand, that purple load. 

* See Azmu/.smd the Turk ; and ‘see 
Anghur/ the Persian ; * what should ho 
Better/ ‘ Nay Aneb, Ariel) his/ 

The Aral) cried. The Greek said, ‘This 
Is my Ktaphylinn.' Then they bought 
Their grapes in peuee. 

Hence, bo ye taught ." 1 

It is said that on one occasion, when. 
Dean Stanley had been explaining his 
views to Lord Ihuwons field, the latter 
replied, “Ah ! Mr. Dean, that is all very 
well, but you must remember, — No dog- 
mas, no Deans” To lose such Deans as 
Stanley would indeed he a great misfor- 
tune ; but does it follow?* Religions, far 
from being really built on Dogmas, are 
too often weighed down and crushed by 
them. No one can doubt that Stanley 
has done much to strengthen the Church 
of England. 

We may not always agree with Spinoza, 
but is he not right when ho says, “The,, 
.first precept of the divine law, therefore, 
indeed its sum and substance, is to love 
1 Arnold. Pearls of tht. Faith, '■ 
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God unconditionally as the supreme good 
.^unconditionally, I say, and not from 
any love or fear of aught, besides ” ‘l And 
min, that the very essence, of religion is 
belief in “a Supreme Being who delights 
in justice and mercy, whom all who would 
be saved are hound to obey, and whose 
worship consists in the practice of justice 
and charity towards our neighbours'’ 

“Theology, 71 says the Master of Balliol, 
“is full of° undefined terms which have 
distracted the human mind for ages. 
Mankind have reasoned from them, but 
not to them ; they have drawn out the 
conclusions without proving the promises ; 
they have asserted the premises without 
examining the terms. The passions of 
religious parties have, been roused to the 
utmost about words of which they could 
have given no explanation, and which 
had really no distinct meaning.'’ 1 

Doubt* is of two natures, and we often 
confuse a wise suspension of judgment 
with, the weakness of hesitation. To pro- 
fess an opinion for which we have no 
sufficient, reason is clearly illogical, but 
when it is necessary to act we must do so 
on the best evidence available, however 
slight that may be. 

Why should wo expect Religion to 
solve quest ions with reference to the origin 
and destiny of the universe I We. do not 
expect the most elaborate treatise to tell 
us as yet, the origin of electricity or ot 
heat. Natural History throws no light 
on, the origin of Hie, Has Biology ever 
professed to explain existence V 

Simonides, having been asked at Syra- 
cuse by Micro, who or what God, was, 
requested a day's time to think of his 
answer. On subsequent days he always 
doubled the period required for deliber- 
ation; and. when Micro inquired the reason, 
he replied that the longer he considered 
the subject, the more obscure it appeared. 

The 'Vedas say, “In the midst of the 
aim is the light, in the midst of light is 
truth, and in the midst of truth is the 
• imperishable being.’’ Deity has, been 
defined as a circle whose centre is every- 
1 Jewett’s Plato. 


where, and whose circumference is no- 
where ; but the “ God is love” of St. 
John appeals more forcibly to the human 
soul. 


“ Charity sulTereth long, and is kind ; 

Charity envieth not ; 

Charity vannteth not. itself, is not puffed up, 
Doth not. behave itself unseemly, 

SeelmUi not; her own, 

Is not easily provoked, 

Tbmketh no evil ; 

Uejoiccth not in iniquity, but rejoiceth in the 
truth ; 

Benreth all things, believe! h all things, 

Hope th all things, eiidnreth all things. 

Charity never faileth ; but whether there, he pro- 
phecies, they shall fail : whet her there he tongues, 
they shall eeaso ; whether there he knowledge, 
it shall vanish away. . . . Now abi< loth Faith, 
Hope, Charity, these three ; but the greatest of 
these is Charity.” 1 

The Church is not a place for study or 
speculation. Most of us can sympathise 
with Kugenie de Guerin in her tender 
affection for the little Chapel at Oahuzac, 
where she tells ns she freed herself from 
“taut de miseres.” 

Doubt does not exclude faith. 

“ perplext in faith, but pure in deeds, 

At last ho beat his music out. 

There lives more faith in honest doubt, 
Believe me, than in half the creeds.” 2 

Unfortunately many have attempted, 
to compound for wickedness of Hie by 
purity of belief; a vain and fruitless 
effort. To do right is the sure ladder 
which leads up to Heaven, though the 
tnm faith will help us to find and to 
climb it. 

« It was my duty to have loved the highest, 

It surely was my profit had I known, n 
„lt would have been my pleasure had I seen. 

But though religious truth can justify no 
bitterness, it is well worth any amount of 
thought and study. 

If we must admit that many points are - 
still, and probably long will be, involved 
in obscurity, we may be pardoned if we 
indulge ourselves in various speculations 
both, as to our beginning and oux end. 

1 St Paul. a Tennyson. * Hid. 
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“ Our birtli is but a sleep and a forgetting : 

The Soul that rises with us, our life’s Star, 
Hath had elsewhere its setting, 

And eometh from afar : 

Not in entire forgetfulness, 

And not in utter nakedness. 

But trailing clouds of glory do we come 
From God, who is our home .” 1 

I hope I shall not be supposed to 
depreciate any honest effort to arrive at 
truth, or to undervalue the devotion of 
those who have died for their religion. 
But surely it is a mistake to regard 
martyrdom as a merit, when from their 
own point of view it was in reality a 
privilege. 

Let every man be persuaded in his own 
mind 

1 1 Truth is the highest thing that man may 
keep.” * 

It is impossible to overvalue the power 
u which the soul has of loving truth and 
doing all things for the sake of truth.” « 
To arrive at truth we should spare our- 
selves no pains, but certainly inflict none 
on others. 

We may be sure that quarrels will 
never advance religion, and that to per- 
secute is no way to convert. No doubt 
those who consider that all who do not; 
agree with them will sutler eternal tor- 
ments, seem logically justified in persecu- 
tion even unto death. Such a course, if 
carried out consistently, might stomp out 
a particular sect, and any sufferings which 
could be inflicted hero would on this 
hypothesis he as nothing in comparison 
with the pains of Hell. Only it must be 
admitted that such a view of religion is 
quite irreconcilable with the teaching of 
Christ, and incompatible with any faith 
in the goodness of God. 

Moreover, the Inquisition has even 
from its own point of view proved gener- 
ally a failure. The blood of the martyrs 
is the seed of the Church. 

“In obedience to the order of the 
Council of Constance (1415) the remains 
of Wickliffe were exhumed and burnt to 

A Wordsworth. a Chaucer. 

8 Plato. 


ashes, and these cast into the Swift 
neighbouring brook running hard by and 
thus this brook bath conveyed his ashes 
into Avon ; Avon into Severn ; Severn 
into the narrow seas ; they into the main 
ocean. And thus the ashes of Wickliffe 
are the emblem of Iris doctrine, which 
now is dispersed all the world over”* 

The Talmud says that when a man 
once asked Shamai to teach him the haw 
in one lesson, Shamai drove him away in 
anger, lie then went to Hillel witli the 
same request. Hillel said, “ Do unto 
others as you would have others do unto 
you. This is the whole Law ; the rest, 
merely Commentaries upon it;.” 

Collect from the Bible all that Christ 
thought, necessary for His disciples, and 
how little Dogma there is. Christianity 
is based, not on Dogma, but on Charity 
and Love. « By this shall all men 
know that ye. are my disciples, if ye have 
love one to another.” “Suffer little 
children to come unto me.” And one 
lesson which little children have to teach 
us is that religion is an affair of the heart 
ami not of the mind only. St. James 
sums up as the teaching of Christ that 
“ Pure religion and unde tiled is this, to 
visit the fatherless and widows in their 
affliction, and to keep himself unspotted 
from the world,” 

The Religion of the lower races is 
almost as a rule one of terror and of 
dread. Their deities are jealous and 
revengeful, cruel, merciless, and selfishly 
hateful and yet childish. They require ^ 
to be propitiated by feasts and offerings, 
often even by human sacrifices. They are 
not only exacting, but so capricious that, 
with the best intentions, it is often 
impossible to be sure of pleasing them, 
brom the dread of such evil beings 
Sorcerers and Witches derived their 
hellish powers. No one was wife. No 
one knew where danger lurked. Actions 
apparently the most trifling might be 
fraught with serious risk : m objects ap- 
parently the most innocent might he fatal. 

In many cases there were supposed to 
1 Fuller. 
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be deities of Crime, of Misfortunes, of 
Disease. These wicked Spirits naturally 
encouraged evil rather than good. An 
energetic friend of mine was sent to a 
district in India where smallpox was 
specially prevalent, and where one of the 
principal Temples was dedicated to the 
Goddess of that disease. He had the 
people vaccinated, in spite of some opposi- 
tion, and the disease disappeared, much 
to the astonishment of the natives. But 
the priests of the Deity of Smallpox were 
not disconcerted ; only they deposed the 
Image of their discomfited Goddess, and 
petitioned my friend for some emblem of 
himself which they might install in her 
stead. 

Wd who arc fortunate enough to live 
in this comparatively enlightened century 
hardly realise how our ancestors su tiered 
from their belief in the existence of 
mysterious and malevolent beings ; how 
their life was embittered and overshadowed 
by these awful apprehensions. 

As men, however, have risen in civilisa- 
tion, their religion has risen with them; 
they have by degrees acquired higher 
and purer conceptions of divine power. 

We are only just beginning to realise 
that a loving and merciful Father would j 
not resent honest error, not even perhaps j 
the attribution to him of such odious! 
injustice. Yet what can be clearer than 
Christ's teaching on this point. He 
impressed over and over again on his 
disciples, that, as St. Paul expresses it, 
“The letter kilieth, but the spirit giveth 
life” 1 

“If,” says Husk in, “for every rebuke 
that we utter of mend vices, we put forth 
a claim upon their hearts ; if, for every 
assertion of God’s demands from them, 
we should substitute a display of His 
kindness to them ; if side by side, with 
every warning of death, we could exhibit 
proofs and promises of immortality ; if, 
in fine, instead of assuming the being of 
an awful Deity, which men, though they 
cannot and dare not deny, are always 
unwilling, sometimes unable, to conceive ; 

1 2 Cor. ill 6, 


we were to show them a near, visible, 
inevitable, but all-beneficent Deity, whose 
presence, makes the earth itself a heaven, 
1 think there would he fewer deaf children 
sitting in the market-place.” 

But it must not be supposed that those 
who doubt whether the ultimate truths of 
the Universe can be expressed in human 
words, or whether, even if they could, 
we should Tie able, to comprehend them, 
undervalue the importance of religious 
study. Quite the contrary. Their doubts 
arise, not from pride, hut from humility : 
not because they do not appreciate divine 
truth, but on the contrary because they 
doubt whether we can appreciate it 
sufficiently, and are sceptical whether the 
infinite can he reduced to the finite. 

We may be sure that whatever may be 
right about religion, to quarrel over it 
must be wrong. “Let others wrangle,” 
said St. Augustine, “1 will wonder.” 

Those who suspend their judgment are 
! not on that account sceptics, and it is 
| often those who think they know most, 

; who are especially troubled by doubts 
! and anxiety. 

| It was Wordsworth who wrote 

“Great God, I liad rather be 
A Pagan suckled in some creed outworn ; 

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea, n 
Have glimpses that would make me less torlorn. 

In religion, as with children at night, it 
is darkness and ignorance which create 
dread ; light and love cast out fear. 

In looking forward to the future we 
may fairly hope with Buskin that “ the 
charities of more and more widely ex- 
tended peace arc preparing the way for 
a Christian Church which shall depend 
neither on ignorance for its continuance, 
nor on controversy for its progress, but 
shall reign at once in light and love ” 
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CHAPTER XII 

THE HOPE OP PROGRESS 

“ To what then may we not look forward, when 
a spirit of scientific inquiry shall have spread 
through those vast regions in which the progress 
of civilisation, its sure precursor, is actually 
commenced and in active progress ? And what, 
may we not expect from the exertions of powerful 
minds called into action under circumstances 
totally different from any which have yet existed 
in the world, and over an extent of territory far 
surpassing that which has hitherto produced the 
whole harvest of human intellect?” 

Hbubcwbu 

There are two lines, if not more, in 
which we may look forward with hope to 
progress in the future. In the first place, 
increased knowledge of nature, of the 
properties of matter, and of the pheno- 
mena which surround us, may afford to 
our children advantages far greater even 
than those which we ourselves enjoy. 
Secondly, the extension and improvement 
of education, the increasing influence of 
Science and Art, of Poetry and Music, 
of: Literature and Religion, — of all the 
powers which are tending to good, will, we 
may reasonably hope, raise man and make 
him more master of himself, more able 
to appreciate and enjoy his advantages, 
and to realise the truth of the Italian 
proverb, that wherever light is, there is 

joy* 

One consideration which has greatly 
tended to retard progress has been the 
floating idea that there was some sort of 
ingratitude, and even impiety, in attempt- 
ing to improve on what Divine Providence 
had arranged for us. Thus Prometheus 
was said to have incurred the wrath of 
Jove for bestowing on mortals the use of 
fire | and other discoveries only escaped 
similar punishment when the ingenuity of 
priests attributed them to the special 
favour of some particular deity. This 
feeling has not even yet quite died out. 
Even I can remember the time when 
many excellent persons had a scruple or 
prejudice against the use of anaesthetics, 


because they fancied that pain was ordained 
under certain circumstances. 

We are told that in early Saxon days 
Edwin, King of Northumbria, called his 
nobles and his priests around him, to dis- 
cuss whether a certain missionary should 
be heard or not. The result was doubtful. 
Rut at last there rose an old chief, and said 
— ' £<You 0 King, how, on a winter 

evening, when you arc sitting a t SU p per 
in your hall, with your company around 
you, when the night is dark and dreary, 
when the rain and the snow rage outside 
when the hall inside is lighted and warm 
with a blazing lire, sometimes it happens 
that a sparrow flies into the bright hall 
'out of the dark night, Hies through the 
hall and then out at the other end 
into the dark night again. We see him 
lor a few moments, but we know not 
whence he came nor whither he goes in 
the blackness of the storm outside. So is 
the life of man. It appears for a short 
apace in the warmth and brightness of 
this life, but what came before this life, 
or what is to follow this life, we know not. 
If, therefore, these new teachers can en- 
lighten us as to the darkness that went 
before, and the darkness that is to come 
after, let us hear what they have to teach 
us.’' 

It is often said, however, that great 
and unexpected as recent discoveries 
have been, there are certain ultimate 
problems which must ever remain un- 
solved. For my part, I would prefer to 
abstain from laying down any such limita- 
tions. When Park asked the Arabs what 
became of the sun at night, and whether 
the sun was always the same, or new each 
day, they replied that such a question was 
foolish, being entirely beyond the reach 
of human investigation. 

M. Comte, in bis Gouts de Philosoplm 
Positive , aa recently as 1842, laid it down 
as an axiom regarding the heavenly bodies, 
that u we may hope to determine their 
forms, distances, magnitude, and move- 
ments, .but we shall never by any means be ^ 
able to study their chemical composition 
or mineralogies.! structure.” Yet within a 
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few years this supposed impossibility has 
been actually accomplished, showing how 
unsafe it is to limit the possibilities of 
science. 1 

It is, indeed, as true now as in the time 
of Newton, that the great ocean of truth 
lies undiscovered before us. I often wish 
that some 'President of the Royal Society, 
or of the British Association, would take 
for the theme of his annual address “The 
things we do not know.” Who can say 
on the verge of what discoveries we are 
perhaps even now standing ! it is extra- 
ordinary how slight a barrier may stand 
for years between. Man and some import- 
ant improvement. Take the case of the 
electric tight, for instance, It bad been 
known for years that if a carbon rod he 
placed in an exhausted glass receiver, and 
a current of electricity be passed through 
it, the carbon glowed with an intense 
light, but on the other hand it became so 
hot that the glass burst.. The light, there- 
fore, was useless, because the lamp burst 
as soon as it was lit. Edison hit on 
the idea that if you made, the carbon 
filament fine enough, you would get rid 
of the heat and yet have abundance 
of light Ilia right to a patent has 
been contested on this very ground. It 
Ima been said that the mere introduction : 
of so small a difference as the replacement 
of a thin rod by a fine filament was so 
slight a change that it could not be 
patented. The improvements by Lane- 
Fox, Swan, and others, though so import- 
ant as a whole, have been made step by 
step. 

Or take again the discovery of anes- 
thetics. At the beginning of the century 
Sir Humphry Davy discovered laughing 
gas, as it was then called. He found that 
it produced complete insensibility to pain 
and yet did not injure health. A tooth 
was actually taken out under its influence, 
and of course without suffering. These 
facts were known to our chemists, they 
were' explained to the students in our 
great hospitals, and yet for half a century 

1 Lubbock. ' Fifty Years of Science. 


the obvious application occurred to r 
one. Operations continued to be pe 
formed as before, patients suffered tl 
same horrible tortures, and yet the hem 
ficent element was in our hands, its divii 
properties were known, but it never o 
ourred to any one to make use of it. 

I will only give one more illustratioi 
Printing is generally said to have bee 
discovered in the fifteenth century ; an 
so it was for all practical purposes. Bi 
in fact printing was known long befor 
The Romans used stamps • on the morn 
men to* of the Assyrian kings the name < 
the reigning monarch may he found dul 
printed. What then is the difference 
One little, but all-important step. Tl 
real inventor of printing was the mn 
into whose mind flashed the fruitfi 
idea of having separate stamps for eat 
letter, instead of for separate word 
How slight seems the difference, ax: 
yet for 3000 years the thought oceum 
to no one. Who can tell what oth< 
discoveries, as simple and yet as fa 
reaching, lie at this moment under ox 
very eyes ! 

Archimedes said that if lie had row 
to stand on, he would move the eartl 
One truth leads to another ; each di 
covery renders possible another, am 
what is more, a higher. 

We are but beginning to realise tl: 
marvellous range and complexity of Nj 
turc. I have elsewhere called attentio 
to this with special reference to the pro! 
lematical organs of sense possessed l 
many animals, 1 

There is every reason to hope tin 
future studies will throw much light c 
these interesting structures. We ma; 
no doubt, expect much from the Improve 
ment in our microscopes, the use of ne 
reagents, and of mechanical appliances 
but the ultimate atoms of which matter 
composed are so infinitesimally minut 
that it is as yet difficult to foresee an 
manner in which we may hope for a fmi 
solution of these problems. 

* The Senses of Animals. 
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Loschmidt, who has since been con- 
firmed by Stoney and Sir W. Thomson, 
calculates that each of the ultimate atoms 
of matter is at most (ToXoVoITo an 
inch in diameter. Under these circum- 
stances we cannot, it would seem, hope 
at present for any great increase of our 
knowledge of atoms by improvements in 
the microscope. With our present in- 
struments we can perceive lines ruled on 
glass which are of an inch apart ; 

but owing to the properties of light itself, 
it would appear that we cannot hope to 
be able to perceive objects which are 
much less than fo^do oi ’ an inch in 
diameter. Our microscopes may, no 
doubt, be improved, but the limitation 
lies not merely in the imperfection of 
our optical appliances, but in the nature 
of light itself. 

Now it lias been calculated that a 
particle of albumen g^Vdo of an inch 
in diameter contains no less than 
125,000,000 of molecules. In a simpler 
compound the number would be much 
greater ; in water, for instance, no less 
than 8,000,000,000. Even then, if we 
could construct microscopes far more 
powerful than any which we now possess, 
they could not enable us to obtain by 
direct vision any idea of the ultimate 
organisation of matter. The smallest 
sphere of organic matter which could be 
clearly defined with our most powerful 
microscopes may be, and in all proba- 
bility is, very complex ; it is built up of 
many millions of molecules, and it follows 
that there may be an almost infinite 
number of structural characters in organic 
tissues which we can at present foresee 
no mode of examining. 1 

Again, it has been shown that animals 
hear sounds which are beyond the range 
of our hearing, and I have proved that 
they can perceive the ultra-violet rays, 
which are invisible to our eyes. 2 

Now, as every ray of homogeneous 

1 Lubbock. Fifty Years of Science, 

2 Ants, Bees , and Wasps. 


light which we can perceive at all, appears 
to us as a distinct color, it becomes 
probable that these ultra-violet rays must 
make themselves apparent to animals as 
a distinct and separate color (of which we 
can form no idea), but as different from 
the rest as red is from yellow, or green 
from violet. The question also arises 
whether white light to these creatures 
would differ from our white light in con- 
taining this additional color. 

These considerations cannot but raise 
the reflection how different the world 
may — I was going to say must— appear 
to other animals from what it does to us. 
Sound is the sensation produced on us 
when the vibrations of the air strike on 
the drum of our ear. When they are 
few, the sound is deep ; as they increase 
| in number, it becomes shriller and shriller ; 
but before they reach 40,000 in a second) 
they cease to be audible. Light is the 
effect produced on us when waves of 
light strike on the eye. When 400 
millions of millions of vibrations of ether 
strike the retina in a second, they give 
the sensation of red, and as the number 
increases the color passes into orange, 
then yellow, green, bine, and violet. But 
between 40,000 vibrations in a second 
and 400 millions of millions we have no 
organ of sense capable of receiving an 
impression. Yet between these limits 
any number of sensations may exist. We 
have five senses, and sometimes fancy 
that no others are possible. But it is 
obvious that we cannot measure the in- 
finite by our own narrow limitations. 

Moreover, looking at the question from 
the other side, we find in animals complex 
organs of sense, richly supplied with 
nerves, but the function of which we are 
as yet powerless to explain. There may 
be fifty other senses as different from ours 
as sound is from sight ; and even within 
the boundaries of our own senses there 
may be endless sounds which we cannot 
hear, and colors, as different as red from 
green, of which we have no conception. 
These and a thousand other questions 
remain for solution. The familiar world 
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which, surrounds us may bo a totally 
different place to other animals. To them 
it may be full of music which we cannot 
hear, of color which we cannot see, of 
sensations which we cannot conceive. To 
place stuffed birth and beasts. in glass 
cases, to arrange insects in cabinets, and 
dried plants in drawers, is merely the 
drudgery and preliminary of study ; to 
watch their habits, to understand their 
relations to one another, to study their 
instincts and intelligence, to ascertain 
their adaptations and their relations to 
the forces of Nature, to realise what; the 
world appears to them ; these constitute, 
as it seems to meat least, the true interest 
of natural history, and may even give us 
the clue to senses and perceptions of which 
at present we have no conception. 1 

From this point of view the possi- 
bilities of progress seem to me to Vie 
almost unlimited. 

So far again as the actual condition of 

man is concerned, the fact that there has 
been some advance cannot, I think, bo I 
questioned. 

In the Middle, Ages, for instance, 
culture and refinement scarcely existed 
beyond the limits of courts, and by no 
means always there. The life in English, 
French, and German castles was rough 
and almost barbarous. Mr. Gallon has 
expressed the opinion, which I am not 
prepared to question, that the population 
of Athens, taken as a whole, was ^ as 
superior to us as we are to Australian 
savages. But even if that be so, our 
civilisation, such as it is, is more diffused, 
so that unquestionably the general Euro- 
pean level is much higher. 

•Much, no doubt, is owing to the greater 
facility of access to the literature of our 
country, to that literature, in the words 
of Macaulay, ' “ the brightest, the purest, 
the most durable of all the glories of our 
country ; to that Literature, 'so rich in 
precious truth and precious fiction ; to 
that Literature which boasts of the prince 
of all poets, and of the prince of all 

1 Lubbock. The Senses of Animals, 
fZ*Q 22 O 


philosophers; to that Literature which 
has exercised an influence wider than 
that of our commerce, and mightier than 
that of our arms.” 

Few of us, however, make the most of 
our minds. The body ceases to grow in 
a few years ; hut the mind, if we will let 
it, may grow almost as long as life lasts. 

The onward progress of the future will 
not, we may he sure, be confined to mere 
material discoveries. We led that we 
are on the road to higher mental powers ; 
that problems winch now seem to ns 
beyond the range of human thought will 
receive their solution, and open the way 
to still further advance, Progress, more- 
over, we may hope, will be not merely 
material, not merely mental, hut moral 
also. 

It is natural that we should feel ft 
pride in the beauty of England, in the 
size of our cities, the magnitude of our 
commerce, the wealth of our country, the 
vastness of our Empire. But the true 
glory of a nation does not consist in the 
extent of its dominion, in the fertility of 
the soil, or the beauty of Nature, but 
rather in the moral and intellectual pre- 
eminence of the people. 

And yet how few of us, rich or poor, 
have made ourselves all we might be. 11 
he does his best, as Shakespeare says, 
« What a piece of work is man 1 How 
noble in reason 1 How infinite in faculty ! 
in form and movement, how express and 
admirable 1” Few indeed, as yet, can be 
said to reach this high ideal. 

The Hindoos have a theory that aftei 
death animals live again in a differed 
form ; those that have done well in « 
higher, those that have done ill in a Iowa 
grade. To realise this is, they find, t 
powerful incentive to a virtuous life, 
But whether it be true of a future life o) 
not, it is certainly true of our preseni 
existence. If we do our best for a day 
the next morning we shall rise to a highe: 
life ; while if we give way to our passion 
and temptations, we take with equa 
certainty a step downwards towards i 
lower nature. 



102 


THE PLEASURES OF LIFE 


It is an interesting illustration of the 
Unity of Man, and an encouragement to 
those of us who have no claims to genius, 
that, though of course there have been 
exceptions, still on the whole, periods of 
progress have generally been those when 
a nation has worked and felt together ; 
the advance has been due not entirely to 
the efforts of a few great men, but of their 
countrymen generally; not to a single 
genius, but to a national effort. 

Think, indeed, what might be. 


part II 


CHAPTER XIII 

TJtK DMSTI'NY OF MAN 

“ For I reckon that the sull’erin^ «• 
present time arts not worthv to 


“Ah ! when shall all men’s good 
Be each man’s rule, and universal Pence 
Lie like a shaft of light across the land, 
And like a lane of beams athwart the sea, 
Ihro all the circle of the golden year ? " 1 

Our life is surrounded with mystery 
our very world is a speck in boundless 
space ; and not only the period of our 
own individual life, but that of the whole, 
human race is, as it were, but a moment 
in the eternity of time. We cannot 
imagine any origin, nor foresee the non- 

CIUSIGII 

But though we may not as yet perceive 
any line of research which can give us a 
clue to the solution, in another sense we 
may hold that every addition to our 
knowledge is one small step towards the 
great revelation. 

?f gr r r,m ' y be mor<! slow, or more 
rapid It may come to others and not to 
us. It will not come to us if we do not 
stave to deserve it. But come it surely 

“Yet oiio thing is thoro that yo shall not, shiv 

wen thought, that fire nor iron can affright?’ 11 

The future of man is full of hope and 
who can foresee the limits of his destiny ? 


1 Tennyson. 


2 Swinburne. 


But though we have thus a sure and 
cer am hope ol progress for the race, still 
T !lr ' w m,ul individually concerned, 
will, advancing years we gradually care 
less ami less for many things which gave 
UN the keenest, pleasure in youth. On the 
other hand, if our time has been well 
used if we have warmed both hands 
wisely before the fire of life, we may gain 
even more than we lose. .As our strength 
becomes less, we feel also the less necessity 
for exertion. Mope is gradually replaced 
h y memory : and whether this adds to 
our happiness or not depends on what our 
life has been. 

Uierc are of course some lives which 
diminish in value as old age advances ; in 
winch one pleasure fades after another, 
and even those which remain gradually 
lose their zest ; hut there are others which 
gam in richness and in peace all, and 
imire than, that of which time robs them, 

1 he pleasures of youth may excel in 
keenness and in zest, but they have at the 
best a tinge of anxiety and unrest ; they 
cannot have the fulness and depth which 
may accompany the consolations of age, 
and are amongst the richest rewards of 
an unselfish life. 

bur as with the dose of the day, so 
with that of life ; there may he. clouds, 
and yet if the horizon is clear, the evening 
may he beautiful. 

Old age has a rich store of memories. 
Life is full of 

i t doy,4 too exquisite to last, 

Anti yet more exquisite when past." 1 

u “ 8a * r tie la vie, 5 ’ ways Joubcrt, , 
apporte avec soi aa lam pc.” 

Swedenborg imagines that in heaven 
tlie angels are advancing continually to 
1 Montgomery. 
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the spring-time of their youth, so that 
those who have lived longest are really 
the youngest ; anil have wo not all hud 
friends who seem to fulfil this idea 1 who 
are in reality — that is in mind— as fresh 
as a child : of whom it may he said with 
more truth than of Cleopatra that 

<«Ago cannot wither nor custom wtalo 
Their iufmifco variety.” 

« When I consider old age,” says Cicero, 
a I f m d four causes why it is thought, 
miserable : one, that it calls us away from 
tbs transaction of a flairs ; the second, 
that it renders the body more feeble ; the 
third, that it deprives us of almost all 
passions j the fourth, that it is not vei y 
far from death. Of these causes lot us 
see, if you please, how great and bow 
reasonable each ol them is/' 

To be released from the absorbing 
affairs of life, to feel that one bus earned 
a claim to leisure and repose, is surely in 
itself no evil 

To the second complaint against old 
age, I have already referred in speaking 
of Health. 

The third is that it has no passions. 
«0 noble privilege of age! if indeed it 
takes from us that which is in youth our 
greatest defect,” But our higher aspira- 
tions are not necessarily weakened ; or 
rather, they may become all the brighter, 
being purified from the grosser elements 
of our lower nature. 

“Single,” says Maim, “is each man 
born into the world. ; single he dies j 
single he receives the reward of his good 
deeds ; and single the punishment of his 
•sins. When he dies his body lies like a. 
■fallen tree upon the earth, but his virtue 
accompanies his soul. Wherefore let Man 
harvest and garner Virtue, that so he 
may have an inseparable companion in 
that gloom which, all must pass through, 
and which it is so hard to traverse.” 

Then, indeed, it might be ^ said that 
« Man is the sun of the world ; more 
than the real stun The to of hie 
wonderful heart is the only light and 
heat worth gauge or measure .” 1 

1 Emerson. 


Is it not extraordinary that many men 
will deliberately take a road which they 
know is, to say the least, not that of 
happiness? That they prefer to make 
others miserable, rather than themselves 
happy ? 

Pluto, in the Fhcodrus, explains this 
by describing Man as a Composite Being, 
having three natures, and compares him 
to a pair of winged horses and a charioteer. 
“ Of the two horses one is noble and of 
noble origin, the other ignoble and of 
ignoble origin ; and the driving, as might 
be expected, is no easy matter.” The 
noble steed endeavours to raise the 
chariot, but the ignoble one struggles to 
drag it down. As time goes on, if the 
charioteer he wise and firm, the noble 
part of our nature will raise us more 
and more. 

“Man,” says Slielley, “is an instru- 
ment over which a series of external and 
internal impressions are driven, like the 
alternations of an ever-changing wind 
over an jEolian lyre, which move it by 
their motion to ever-changing melody.” 

Lastly, Cicero mentions the approach 
of death as the fourth drawback of old 
age. To many minds the shadow of the 
end is ever present, like the coffin in the 
Egyptian feast, and overclouds all the 
sunshine of life. 

But ought we to regard death, as an 
evil ? Shelley’s beautiful lines, 


“ Life, like a Dome of many-coloured glass, 
Stains the white radiance of Eternity ; 

Until death tramples it to fragments, 

contain, as it seems to me at least, a 
double error. Life need not stain the 
white radiance of eternity ; nor does 
death necessarily trample it to fragments. 
Man lias, says Coleridge, 

* * Three treasures, —love and light 
And calm thoughts, regular as infants breath ; 
And three firm friends, more sure than day and 

Himself, his Maker, and the Angel Death.” 

Death is “the end of all, the remed^ 
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of many, the wish of divers men, desorv 
ing better of no men than of those ti. 
whom she came before she was called.” 1 
After a stormy life, with death comes 
peace. 

“ Duncan is in bis grave ; 

After life’s fitful .fever he sleeps well ; 

Treason has done his worst : nor steel, nor poison 
Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing, 

Can touch him further .” 2 

If death be final, then no one will 
ever know that he is dead. 

It is often, however, assumed that the 
journey to 

“The undiscovered country from whose bourne 
No traveller returns” 

must be one of pain and suffering. But 
this is not so. Death is often peaceful 
and almost painless. 

Bede during his last illness was trans- 
lating St John’s Gospel into Anglo- 
Saxon, and the morning of his death his 
secretary, observing bis weakness, said, 

I here remains now only one chapter, 
but it seems difficult to you to speak.” 

It is easy,” said Bede ; “ take your pen 
and write as fast as you can ” At the 
close of the chapter the scribe said, “ It 
is finished,” to which he replied, “ Thou 
hast said the truth, conmmmatum ed.” 
He asked to he placed opposite to the 
place where he usually prayed, said 
Glory be to the Father, and to the 
Son, and to the Holy Ghost,” and as he 
pronounced the last word he expired. 

Goetlie died without any apparent 
suffering, having just prepared himself 
to write, and expressed his delight at 
the return of spring. 

„ y e arc told of Mozart’s death that 
the unfinished requiem lay upon the 
bed, and his last efforts were to imitate 
some peculiar instrumental effects, as ho 
breathed out his life in the arms of his 
wire and their friend Siissmaier.” 

Plato died in the act of writm^ • 
Lucan while reciting part of his book on 
the war of Pharsalus ; Blake died sing- 


Seneca. 


1 Shakespeare. 


mg; AY agner in sleep with his head on 
Ins Wile’s shoulder. Many have passed 
away in their sleep. Various Wfc 
medical authorities have expressed their 
surprise that, the dying seldom feel either 
dismay or regret And even those who 
perish by violence, as for instance in 
battle, reel, it is probable, but little 
su fieri ng. 

But what of the future 1 There may 
he said to be now two principal views. 
Some believe in the immortality of the 
soul, but not of tbe individual soul : that 
our life is continued in that of our 
children would seem indeed to he the 
natural deduction from the simile of St. 
Paul, as that of the grain of wheat is 
carried on in the plant of the following 

So long uh happiness exists, it is selfish 
to dwell too much on our own share in 
it. Admit that the soul is immortal, but 
that in the future state of existence there 
is a break in the continuity of memory, 
that one does not remember the present 
life ; will it in that case, matter to us 
more what happens to the soul inhabiting 
our body, than what happens to any 
other soul ? And from this point of 
view is not the importance of identity 
involved in that of continuous memory? 
But however this may be, according to 
the general view, the soul, though de- 
tached from the body, will retain its 
conscious identity, and will awake from 
death, as it does from sleep ; so that if 
we cannot affirm that 

Millions of spiritual creatures walk the Earth, 
Unseen, both when we wake, and when we 
sleep ,” 1 


at any rate they exist somewhere else in 
apace, and we are indeed looking at them 
when we gaze at the stars, though to our 
eyes they are as yet invisible. 

In neither ease, however, can death be 
regarded as an evil. To wish that health 
and strength were unaffected by time 
might be a different matter. 

1 Milton. 
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“But if we are not defined to be 
immortal, y«t it it a <U>.si ruble thin},' for a 

man t» at 1!t tmu! - as 

nature prescribe* a boundary to ail other 
things, so does she also to life. Now obi 
age is die consummation of life, just as of 
a play: from the fatigue of whi«li we 
ought to escape, especially when satiety is 

Bupcraddod.” 1 

p r om this point of view, then, we need 

« Wtnvp not for death, 

'Tin but a fever stilled, 

A pain suppressed, u tear at rest, 

A solemn hope fulfilled. 

The moonshine on the slumbering deep 
Is scarcely calmer. Wherefore weep ( 

“ Weep not for death ! 

The fount of tears is sealed, 

Who knows how bright the inward light 
To those closed eyes revealed '( 

Who knows what holy love may till ^ 
The heart that seems so cold and still , 

Many a weary soul will have recurred 
with comfort to the thought that 

“ A few more years shall roll, 

A few more treasons come, 

And we shall be with those that rest 
Asleep within the tomb. 

“ A, few more struggles here, 

A few more partings o'er, 

A few more toils, a few more tears, 

And we shall weep no more.” 

By no one has this, however, been 
more grandly expressed than by Shcllvy. 

11 ponce, peace ! lie is not dead, ho doth not 
sleep ! 

He hath awakened from the dream of life* 

*TIh we who, lost in stormy visions* keep 
With phantoms an unprofitable strife, 

He lias ontnonrod the shadows of out night. 
Kuvy and calumny, and hate and pain. 

And that unrest which men miscall delight, 
Can touch him not ami torture, not again. < 
■From the contagion of the world's slow stain 
He is secure, and now can never mourn 
A heart grown ■ cold, . a head grown gray, in 
vain — ” 

Most men, however, decline to believe 
that 
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“ Wo are such stuff 

Ah d roams are made of, and our little life 
Is rounded with a sleep.” 1 

According to the more general view - 
death frees the soul from the encumbrance 
of the body, and summons us to the seat 
of judgment. In fact, 

41 There is no Death ! What seems so is transi- 
tion ; 

This life of mortal breath 
Is but a suburb of that life olysian, 

Whoso portal wo call Death.” a 

We have bodies, we are spirits. “ I am 
a soul,” said Epictetus, “ dragging about 
a corpse.’’ The body is the mere perish- 
able form of the immortal essence. Plato 
concluded that if the ways of God are to 
be justified, there must be a future life. 

To the aged in either case death is a 
release. The Bible dwells most forcibly 
on the blessing of peace. “ My peace I 
give unto you : not as the world giveth, 
give I unto you.” Heaven is described 
as a place where the wicked cease from 
troubling, and the weary are at rest. 

But 1 suppose every one must have 
asked himself in what can the pleasures 
of heaven consist, 

“ For all we know 

Of what the blessed do above n * 

Is that they sing, and that they love. * 

We cannot indeed suppose that there 
will l>e any “struggle for existence” in 
heaven. We should then be little better 
oil' than we are now. This world is very 
beautiful, if we would only enjoy it in 
peace. And yet mere passive existence 
mere vegetation- — would in itself offer few 
attractions. It would indeed be almost 
intolerable. 

Again, the anxiety of change seems 
inconsistent with perfect happiness ; and 
yet a wearisome, interminable monotony, 
the same thing over and over again for 
ever and ever without relief or variety, 
suggests dulness rather than delight. 

1 Shakespeare. 2 Longfellow. 

8 Waller. 


1 Cicero, 
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“For still the doubt came back,— Can God 
provide 

For the large heart of man what shall not 
pall, 

Nor through eternal ages endless tide 
On tired spirits fall ? 

“These make him say, — If God lias so arrayed 
A fading world that quickly passes by, 

Such rich provision of delight has made 
For every human eye, 

“ What shall the eyes that wait for him survey 
When his own presence gloriously appears 

In worlds that were not founded for a day, 
But for eternal years ? *’ 1 

Here Science seems to suggest a 
possible answer : the solution of problems 
which have puzzled us here; the acqui- 
sition of new ideas ; the unrolling the 
history of the past ; the world of animals 
and plants ; the secrets of space ; the 
wonders of the stars and of the regions 
beyond the stars. To become acquainted 
with all the beautiful and interesting spots 
of our own world would indeed be some- 
thing to look forward to — and our world 
is but one of many millions. I. some- 
times wonder as I look away to the stars 
at night whether it will ever he my 
privilege as a disembodied spirit to visit 
and explore them. When we had made 
the great tour fresh interests would have 
arisen, and we might well begin again. 

Here then is an infinity of interest 
without anxiety. So that at last the only 
doubt may be 

“ Lest an eternity should not suffice 

To tako the measure and the breadth and 
height 

Of what there is reserved in Paradise 
Its ever-new delight.” 2 

I feel that to me, said Greg, <l God lias 
promised not the heaven of the ascetic 
temper, or the dogmatic theologian, or of 
the subtle mystic, or of the stern martyr 
ready alike to inflict and bear; but a 
heaven of purified and permanent affec- 
tions — of a book of knowledge with eternal 
leaves, and unbounded capacities to read 
it — of those we love ever round us, never 

1 Trench. a iud. 


misconceiving us, or being harassed by us • 
of glorious work to do, and adequate 
faculties to do it— a world of solved 
problems, as well as of realised ideals.” 

Cicero surely did not exaggerate when 
he said, “ 0 glorious day ! when I shall 
depart to that divine company and assem- 
blage of spirits, and quit; this troubled and 
polluted scene. For I shall go not only 
to those great men of whom I have spoken 
before, but also to my dear Cato, than 
whom never was better man born, nor 
more distinguished for pious affection; 
whose body was burned bv me, whereas 
on the contrary, it was fitting that mine 
should be burned by him. But his soul 
not deserting me, but oft looking back, no 
doubt departed to these regions whither it 
saw that I myself was destined to come. 
Which, though a distress to me, I seemed 
patiently to endure : not that I bore it 
with indifference, but I comforted myself 
with the recollection that the separation 
and distance between ns would not con- 
tinue long. For these reasons, 0 Scipio 
(since you said that you with Ladies were 
accustomed to wonder at this), old age is 
tolerable to me, and not only not irksome, 
but even delightful. And if I am wrong 
in this, that I believe the souls of men to 
be immortal, l willingly delude myself: 
nor do I desire that this mistake, in 
! which I take pleasure, should he wrested 
I from me as long as 1 live ; but if I, when 
dead, shall, have no consciousness, as some 
narrow-minded philosophers imagine, Ido 
not fear lest dead philosophers should 
ridicule this my delusion.” 

Nor can I omit the magnificent passage 
in the Apology when, defending himself 
before the people of Athens, Socrates says, 
“Let us reflect in another way, and we 
shall see that there is great reason to hope 
that death is a good ; for one of two , 
things— either death is a state of nothing- 
ness and utter unconsciousness, or, as men 
say, there is a change and migration of 
the soul from this world to another. 
Now if yon suppose that there is no con- 
sciousness, hut a sleep like the sleep of 
him who is undisturbed even by dreams, 
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death will be an unspeakable gain. For 
if a person were to select the night in 
which his sleep was undisturbed by 
dreams, and were to compare with this 
the other days and nights of his life, and 
then were to tell us how many days and 
nights he had passed in the course of his 
life better and more pleasantly than this 
one, I think that no man, 1 will not say a 
private man, but not even the < treat 
King, will find many such days or nights, 
when compared with the others. Now, 
if death is like this, 1 say that to die is 
gain ; for eternity is then only a single 
night. But if death is the journey to 
another place, and there, as men say, 
all the dead art*, what good, O my 
friends and judges, can be greater than 
this ? 

« If, indeed, when the pilgrim arrives in 
the world below, he is delivered from the 
professors of justice in this world, and 
finds the true judges, who are said to 

give judgment there,— Minos, and Rlmda- 

man thus, and iEaeus, and Triptolemus, 
and other sons of God who were righteous 

in their own life, that pilgrimage will 

indeed he worth making. What would 
not a man give if he might converse with 
Orpheus, and M u wants, and Hesiod, and 
Homer? Nay, if this he true, let me die. 
again and again. I myself, too, shall have 
a wonderful interest in there meeting and j 
conversing with Palamedea, and Ajax the j 
son of Telamon, and other heroes of old, 
who have suffered death through an unjust 
judgment ; and there will be no small 
pleasure, as I think, in comparing my own 
sufferings with theirs. Above all, I shall 
then he able to continue my search into 
true and false knowledge ; as in this 
world, so also in that ; and I shall find 
out who is wise, and who pretends to be 
wise, and is not. What would not a man 
give, 0 judges, to he able to examine the 
leader of the great Trojan expedition ; 
or Odysseus or Sisyphus, or numberless 
others, men and women too ! What in- 
finite delight would there he in conversing 
with them and asking them questions* 
In another world they do not put a man 


to death for asking questions 1 ; assuredly 
not. For besides being happier in that 
world than in this, they will be immortal, 
if what is said he true. 

“ Wherefore, 0 judges, he of good cheer 
about death, and know of a certainty 
that no evil can happen to a good man, 
either in life or after death, lie and Ids 
are not neglected by the gods ; nor lias 
my own approaching end happened by 
mere chance. But I see clearly that to 
die ami he. released was better for rue ; 
and therefore the oracle gave no sign. 
For which reason, also, j am not angry 
with my condemnors, or with my accusers ; 
they have done me no harm, although 
they did not mean to do me any good ; 

| and for this I may gently blame them. 
The hour of departure has arrived, and 
we go our ways- — 1 to die and you to 
live. Which is better God only knows.” 

In the IFisdom of Solomon we are 
promised that— 

“ The souls of the righteous are in the 
hand of God, and there shall no torment 
touch them. 

“In the flight of the unwise they 
seemed to die ; and their departure is 
taken for misery. 

“ And their going from us to be utter 
destruction ; hut they are in peace. 

« For though they he punished in the 
sight of men, yet is their hope full of 
immortality. 

u And having been ft little chastised, 
they shall be greatly rewarded : for God 
proved them, and found them worthy for 
himself.” 

And assuredly, if in the hour of death 
the conscience is at peace, the mind need 
not he troubled. The future is full of 
doubt, indeed, but fuller still of hope. 

If we are entering upon a rest after the 
struggles of life, 

“ Where the wicked cease from troubling, 
And the weary are at rest/' 

that to many a weary soul will bo 

1 Referring to the cause of his own condemn 
tion. 
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welcome bourne, and even then we may 
say, 

“ 0 Death ! where is thy sting ? 

0 Grave ! where is thy victory % ” 

On the other hand, if, trusting humbly 
but confidently in the goodness of an 
Almighty and loving Father, we are 
entering on a new sphere of existence, 
where we may look forward to meet not 
only those Great Men of whom we have 
heard so much, those whose works we have 


read and enjoyed, but those also whom 
we have loved and lost ; when we shall 
leave behind us the bonds of the flesh and 
the limitations of our earthly existence* 
when we shall join the Angel's, the Arch’ 

angels, and all the company ot Heaven, 

then, indeed, we may cherish a sure and 
certain hope that the interests and 
pleasures of tins world are as nothing, 
compared to those of the life that awaits 
us in our Htornal Home. 
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